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Summary 


When Derek refuses to have sex with Kate Argent, the secret he's gay 
is spread like wildfire, turning everyone he knew against him. The 
bullying is constant, making Derek wish he didn't exist but that doesn't 
stop him pining after Stiles Stilinski, one of the most popular boys in 
school. 

When Derek crashes into Stiles, spilling Stiles' lunch everywhere, 
Stiles suddenly starts talking to Derek. The two grow closer but Derek 
has to remind himself Stiles is straight. That is, until Stiles kisses him 
and Derek starts letting himself hope. But Stiles is afraid to 
acknowledge who he is, deperately wanting to make his dad proud. 

Stiles wants Derek to be his secret and Derek knows it is going to 
break him. But better to love than not at all...right? 


Notes 


Title taken from the Taylor Swift song "You Are In Love". 

This fie deals with what it's like to deal with extreme homophobia. I 
don't pretend to know what this is like first-hand. This fie is merely a 
take on it. I'm really interestied in Stiles' relationship with the Sheriff 
in the show in terms of his bi-sexuality and this fie is partly just a way 
of expressing that. 


I’ll update the chapters regularly and I hope you enjoy it! 



Chapter 1 


The first time Derek managed to draw Stiles’ attention to him, he was 
standing in the cafeteria lunch line. Stiles had been laughing with Scott 
McCall, sharing some curly fries at their usual table when suddenly he was 
clutching at Scott's arm, who was apparently suffering from one of his 
severe asthma attacks. Stiles had dropped to his knees from the chair he was 
sitting on, rummaging through Scott’s backpack to find Scott’s inhaler 
before forcing it into his friend’s hand. Scott took three puffs, regaining his 
composure, his face colouring a deep shade of red as most of the cafeteria 
turned to look at him. 

“Scott, are you alright my man?” Derek heard Stiles ask good humouredly, 
clapping Scot on the back; probably trying to lessen the still blazing burn on 
Scott’s cheeks as people continued to stare. Scott nodded shyly, smiling at 
Stiles before ducking his head and sprinting from the cafeteria in 
embarrassment. Stiles didn’t run after him, instead scanning the room, 
challenging anyone who dared make the slightest titter about his best friend. 
Anything a little out of the ordinary never sat well with the students of 
Beacon High and asthma was definitely solid fodder for teasing. It sat just 
under anyone who suffered from epilepsy, like Erica Reyes whose epileptic 
fits were all over YouTube. Of course, being friends with Stiles Stilinski 
was a damn good protective shield. Everyone loved Stiles and no-one 
wanted to offend him by ridiculing Scott so, despite the looks, no sound 
was made. 

That’s how Stiles spotted Derek. Derek who, on watching those two 
honeyed eyes continuing to scan the tables, had dropped the mystery meat 
he was holding all over Lydia Martin who was standing in front of him in 
the lunch queue. She said something in Derek’s direction but Derek was too 
focused on Stiles, who was making his way over to them, for once 
indifferent to the comments people generally made about him whenever 
they saw him or accidentally brought too much attention on himself. 



As Stiles got closer, no more than a few feet from him, Derek quickly tried 
to decide if Lydia’s chilling stare and mined dress was actually the best 
mistake he had ever made until, no, he realised, it wasn’t. On reaching 
them, Stiles wasn’t even looking at Derek, cooing over Lydia in a way that 
strongly reminded him that Stiles was into girls. Not that spilling his lunch 
over Lydia Martin had warranted Derek any good attention from Stiles. 

Derek had seen Stiles outside of school with other people. He came in 
regularly to the diner Derek worked in, never making a point of talking to 
him beyond his food order. When he was alone Stiles always ordered a 
bowl of curly fries. When he was on dates, Derek always saw with a painful 
pang, Stiles still ordered a bowl of curly fries but made sure to order 
himself something substantial too, like fish or chicken was the dating 
etiquette or something. Rest be sure, the fish or chicken dish never came 
back finished. The dates, much to Derek’s eternal misery, all had one thing 
in common- breasts. 

Objectively, Derek knew he was good looking. He knew by the way girls 
used to eye him up in class or from the bleachers when he was out playing 
on the lacrosse field. Once, he had let one of them kiss him. He had just 
finished practice and Kate Argent had practically had thrown herself on top 
of him, cornering him alone in the locker room just as he had finished his 
shower. Derek was always the last one to leave as he opted to clean up the 
equipment after practice. Coach admired him for it, thinking Derek was 
trying to show just because he was captain didn’t mean he was above the 
rest of his team. Not because Derek wanted to avoid the showers while 
everyone else was changing. As Kate wrapped herself around Derek, he had 
tried to enjoy it, letting her hands slip over his chest and curl around his 
arms. For the most part he remained limp, nothing coming naturally to him. 
It wasn’t until Kate’s hands found their way under his towel that Derek 
suddenly pulled away. 

“I don’t-” he had started, realising too late he probably should have said 
“can’t”. Realisation washed over Kate within seconds, the look of disgust 
on her face staying with Derek long after she had walked out of the room. 



That night, he went home and came out to his parents. They had been 
supportive, not surprisingly, his sister Laura most of all who had simply 
hugged him and told him she would beat up any boy who ever hurt him. 
Derek always believed Laura. 

Naturally, Kate had wasted no time in letting everyone know just why 
Derek Hale had rejected her and before Derek knew it, the news that he was 
gay was all over the school. 

Derek had denied it. High-school was hard enough without his sexuality 
being used against him at every turn but once something like this was out, it 
was out whether it was true or not. The accusation had been enough. The 
guys on the lacrosse team began putting two and two together about why 
Derek never showered with them and eventually, when Derek had opened 
his locker to find a pamphlet on Aids, he had quit the team altogether. 
Coach Finstock tried to talk him out of it, saying he would bench anyone 
who bullied his best player but even Derek could see how much his Coach 
was struggling with the news. After all, Derek was his best player but he 
would be the only player if Coach made good on his threat. Derek left but 
when Coach reminded him he could come back at any time, Derek knew he 
was in earnest. At least someone didn’t find him repulsive. 

He was approaching his final year now and despite the fact the same 
pamphlets always found their way inside Derek’s locker almost every day, 
the name calling of “fag” or “homo” had at least reduced somewhat as he 
walked down the hallways. 

He may have been Captain of the lacrosse team but Derek had never had 
much of an outgoing personality, preferring to stay at home with his books 
and Laura. He missed going out with his friends though. After particularly 
gruelling practices, they would all crash at one of their houses, ordering 
pizza and marathoning movies. The same friends who Derek had quickly 
realised had never been his friends at all. He had just been their Captain and 
a pretty face that easily convinced the check-out lady he was old enough to 
buy a few beers. 


He once overheard some of them swearing they had never slept in the same 



house as Derek, let alone a room. The look of panic that filled their eyes as 
they said it would have made Derek laugh if it hadn’t felt like a sharp knife 
twisting in his gut. Sleeping in the same bed, let alone room, with some of 
them had been what made Derek realise his two-year long “asexual crisis” 
hadn’t been asexual at all. Not that he had ever felt particularly attracted to 
any of his friends. They had been a trigger more than anything else. 

When he first saw Stiles it had been just after it all happened. He was the 
newly appointed Sherriff’ s son, having moved from somewhere Derek 
never got the chance to learn because he had no-one to ask without them 
thinking he was “interested” in Stiles. When you are gay, you only want to 
fuck. Derek had read that somewhere once and he was as conscious of it as 
the fact the sun rose in the morning. In fact, Derek new very little about 
Stiles’ life apart from that he was one of the most popular guys at school, 
despite having been the new kid. He had quickly formed a gang, not an 
intimidating one like some of the groups in Beacon High, but one that 
simply sat around the same lunch table every day. 

Scott, of course, was Stiles’ best friend. That quickly became apparent. 
Derek often saw them together at the diner discussing video games and 
debating who was better: Batman or Wolverine. Initially, Derek had 
thought that maybe Stiles liked Scott as more than a friend by the way he 
was always so touchy-feely around him, leaning into his touches a little too 
comfortably. Despite the fact it meant that Stiles’ affections were directed 
at someone other than him, Derek had deluded himself to hope. Hope that 
Stiles, Mr Popularity, was like him. Hope to think that even if he didn’t 
have a chance with him that at least Derek was still playing in the same ball 
park as him. But no, Scott was Stiles’ brother from another mother and 
Derek quickly realised Stiles and Scott’s relationship was fuelled by 
nothing more than a need for closeness that you could only get from a 
sibling. Derek couldn’t count how many times he had curled up next to 
Laura whenever they watched a movie, and still did. 

Derek sighed, watching now as Stiles fussed over Lydia’s now completely 
ruined- “Thanks a lot Hale”- dress and desperately wishing he was any 
place else. The attention Stiles and Lydia drew was far more noticeable 



now, like several moths to a very, very bright flame and Derek was 
beginning to hear the usual words rising up like hot ash, burning him. 

“Maybe if he wasn’t taking it up the ass he’d be less clumsy,” someone 
said. Derek blushed, not daring to look up and muttered out an apology to 
Lydia before turning on his heels and walking out through the same doors 
Scott had just run out of moments before. 

He knew no-one had really heard it apart from him, he was wired to hear 
those sorts of comments, unable to tune them out, but it took everything 
Derek had not to run. It took even more strength to lock himself in one of 
the bathroom stalls rather than just go home. If his family knew it had 
gotten this bad Derek was certain they would remove him from the school, 
if that’s what he wanted. And even though Derek did want, wanted to leave 
this place behind with every fibre of his being, he also wanted to be able to 
say he hadn’t quit. That he survived it. 

Maybe one day he would be able to offer that advice to someone like him. 
“Stick it out kid, if I made it so can you.” No, he didn’t want the option to 
leave because he was sure he would take it. 

Burying his face in his hands, he told himself there were only three more 
hours to go until the day was over, and if he cried as the bell sounded the 
end of lunch? Well, no-one was going to to know. 



Chapter Notes 

See the end of the chapter for notes 


Chapter 2 


Derek wrote about it when it got particularly bad. He used anything he 
could take a pencil to; used envelopes, receipts, old school notes. He wrote 
about characters who lived in a supernatural universe, a universe where no- 
one questioned anyone’s sexuality because they are always too focused on 
other more pressing matters like, oh, supernatural strength or something. 
Other times he even wrote fanfiction in which some of his comic book 
heroes were gay. Sometimes he imagined himself as Superman just so he 
could fly away. Occasionally, on days like today, Derek made himself the 
star of his own romantic comedy. He rewrote the day Kate had come on to 
him. He imagined telling her no. No, he didn’t want her. He imagined Stiles 
smiling like an idiot behind her because, “I really like you Derek.” 

Derek always scrapped the ones Stiles appeared in. 

It was a week before Derek decided it was time to re-enter the cafeteria. 
There were only so many times he could avoid it before it became a 
permanent routine and Derek would be damned if he started going home for 
lunch just because it was the “easier” option. 

The moment he stepped through the doors, however, he regretted it. 
Someone had spilt something particularly slippery on the floor and in 
Derek’s haste to get his food and sit down he didn’t even notice before it 
was too late and his legs were in the air and someone else’s food was all 
over his face. If the eruption of laughter that echoed throughout the 
cafeteria wasn’t bad enough, Derek looked up to see Stiles, his now empty 
tray hanging loosely in his hand, staring down at Derek like he was caught 
between yelling and crying before throwing the tray down next to him and 



storming out of the cafeteria. 


Derek didn’t know if he shouldn’t go after him and offer to pay for his 
lunch, or at least apologise even if it hadn’t been entirely his fault, but Scott 
was already following him out and Derek instead focused on cleaning up 
the ruins of Stiles’ food. 

It took far too long for people to stop staring at him and even longer to get 
all the scraps in the bin. The lunch lady he handed the tray to looked less 
than impressed but Derek preferred that to the looks of pity that were being 
thrown his way by some people. 

Tomorrow, he was going to go home for lunch. His mum would probably 
appreciate the company anyway. 

*** 

The next morning Derek left his house to find Stiles parked outside in his 
Jeep. Derek froze at first, nearly dropping the piece of toast he had shoved 
into his mouth as he had left. He stared at Stiles through the passenger door 
Stiles had already pushed open, confused as he registered he was waving 
him over. 

“I thought I’d give you a ride,” he yelled, a hesitant smile pulling at his 
mouth which had Derek’s stomach flipping one too many times. “Come on, 
please?” he asked when Derek didn’t move. “This isn’t exactly on my way 
to school you know.” 

Nodding, because his tongue had dried up, Derek forced his legs to walk 
forward enough to climb inside the car. 

Stiles kicked the car into gear before Derek even had a chance to buckle 
himself in, fiddling with the car’s radio station for nearly the whole drive 
and silently miming along to Silly Boy by The Blue Van, until they reached 
the school’s parking lot. When Stiles finally killed the engine, Derek could 
sense he wanted to say something in the way he fidgeted. It seemed to be a 
thing with Stiles- fidgeting- and Derek forced himself to wait it out, trying 



not to stare too longingly at the passenger door’s handle. He shouldn’t feel 
nervous, he knew that, but he couldn’t help but think if someone was to 
pass right now, if someone saw them.. .He didn’t want Stiles being tainted 
by association. Driving to school together? People would definitely be 
stupid enough to force the wrong kind of conclusion. 

“Yesterday,” Stiles said eventually, breathing the word out slowly, like a 
confession. “Derek, I’m so sorry.” 

“What?” Derek couldn’t help but croaking when he looked up at him 
because of all the things he had expected Stiles to say- not that Derek was 
sure what he had expected him to say- it wasn’t that. 

“I was a total jerk,” Stiles went on. “I didn’t even stay to help you clean up 
or make sure you were okay. Sometimes I don’t watch where I’m going and 
then suddenly you were there and my lunch was on the floor and I was 
having a really, really shitty day and-” Stiles cut himself off, taking a small, 
shaky breath. “I also babble, if you haven’t noticed already.” He rolled his 
eyes but there was no humour in them. 

Derek found Stiles’ babbling adorable but instead of saying that because he 
couldn ’t say that, he simply nodded, waiting and hoping that Stiles would 
continue talking. When he didn’t, Derek managed a quiet “it’s fine” before 
opening the car door and sliding out. 

When he reached the main doors the bell had already gone, no people were 
around and he chanced a look back. Stiles was still sitting in his car, his 
head buried in arms like he had fallen asleep at the wheel. Derek allowed 
himself to look only a few moments longer before hurrying inside to 
History, torn between trying to supress a smile and just being utterly and 
thoroughly confused. Why hadn’t Stiles just apologised to him at school if 
he was feeling guilty? Perhaps he hadn’t wanted to be seen with him after 
all and didn’t that just fucking hurt. 

By the time he sat down in his usual seat by the window and was handed 
back the essay he had written on Napoleon last week, confusion had won 
out. 



Chapter 3 


Chapter Notes 


So, I'm making this a little slower build than I intended but I promise, 
romance is coming soon! 


Lunch rolled around pretty quickly, and as soon as English ended Derek 
almost sprinted to stuff his books into his locker, ignoring yet another 
pamphlet that fell out of it. If he left now he would get home just in time to 
make a quick sandwich, he noted, jumping when he felt a hand on his back. 

“Stiles?” Derek asked on spinning around to face the owner of said hand. 
“Uh, can I.. .do you need something?” Stiles’ sudden presence in his life 
was making Derek think he had banged his head on something. Maybe he 
was lying comatose in a hospital right now. The thought, depressingly, was 
almost something like relief. However, he didn’t think pinching himself 
would be the most subtle course of action and instead found himself waiting 
for Stiles to answer him for a second time today. 

“Do you need to copy some notes?” he probed when Stiles said nothing. It 
was possible. Stiles was smart. Derek often noticed the As he received on 
his test papers but the guy had a certain habit of zoning out from time to 
time. Sometimes he would just stare out of the window until the bell rang, 
collecting his things in a sort of trance and yet still managed to make a 
comment on what the teacher had been telling them. It made Derek’s heart 
flutter, all that natural intelligence, before it started speeding up when he 
noticed Stiles’ lips were moving. Had he just zoned out? 

“Dude?” Stiles was staring at him, a concerned look on his face. “No, I 
don’t need to copy notes. You left me there for a second. Are.. .are you 



okay?” Stiles’ concern turned to slight anxiety and Derek ducked his head 
to the side, hoping beyond hope the blush he felt creeping up his neck was 
not noticeable. The last thing he wanted was for the guy he liked to find out 
he liked him. He didn’t pretend to understand it, but Stiles talking to him 
wasn’t something Derek wanted to stop. Ever. Derek could listen to Stiles 
talk about pretty much anything he thought. He could probably convince 
him Batman was better than Wolverine- an argument Derek had heard 
many times at the diner with Scott- even though Derek always sided with 
Scott on the matter. Who went with Batman over Wolverine anyway? 
Apparently boys with beautiful moles dotting their face and arms. Derek 
wondered just how many more moles Stiles actually had. 

“I was just going home for lunch,” Derek said, because what else was he 
supposed to say? (Why are you going out of your way to talk to me?) At 
least it was the truth. Stiles’ eyebrows furrowed even deeper now, a small 
crinkle appearing on his forehead that Derek did not want smooth away 
with his lips. Apart from Kate, he had never kissed anyone and it hit Derek 
then, just how bad he really had it when he realised just how much he 
wanted to kiss Stiles. It didn’t even have to be on the lips, just the feel of 
that pale skin under his mouth. Really, he should probably just leave, go 
bury himself alive or something. 

“Is this because of what happened yesterday? I’m sure no-one even 
remembers” he so obviously lied, his grip tightening on Derek’s shoulder. 
Derek hadn’t even noticed Stiles still had a hold on him. “Your house is a 
ten minute drive, dude. By the time you walked it you’d have to come 
straight back.” Derek watched, almost in slow-motion, as an idea came 
sparking to life behind Stiles’ eyes before he broke into an ear splitting grin. 

“Come and eat with us!” he said, beginning to tug at him. The look in his 
eyes turned earnest, pleading almost, but Derek saw the guilt there too. 
Derek didn’t want his pity. He had said he was sorry, he really didn’t need 
to continue trying to make up for it. 

“It’s not about what happened.” 


“So you’re going home because...?” 



“I don’t need a reason,” Derek snapped, causing Stiles to flinch and remove 
his hand from Derek’s shoulder. “Sorry,” he winced, unsure if he was 
apologising for barking at Stiles or the loss of his touch. Stiles’ hand had 
been warm even through Derek’s leather jacket. Derek often ran at high 
temperatures but Stiles radiated a different kind of warmth that Derek found 
himself already getting used to. 

“Look,” Stiles said, clearly contemplating his next words more carefully 
this time. “It’s too late for you to go now.” He motioned to the clock 
hanging above them to their right. “Come and sit with me.” 

“You?” Derek almost smiled before Stiles suddenly corrected himself, 
saying “I meant us” before spinning on his heel and made his way towards 
the cafeteria. Derek supposed he had no other choice but to follow even if 
he did want to run the other way. There was just something about Stiles he 
couldn’t say no to. He didn’t feel safe the way Scott probably did with him. 
Stiles wasn’t his protector after all, but damn if Derek didn’t feel a little 
happier in his presence. He was hungry anyway and Stiles was being nice to 
him. Not that he had ever though Stiles wasn’t nice. And so Derek 
followed, even if he was only being invited out of Stiles’ guilt about leaving 
him wearing his lunch. 

On entering through those doors again, Derek fully expected the worst but 
Stiles hadn’t left him, instead waiting just inside to lead Derek over to his 
usual table. Nice and considerate. Derek was fucked. Walking further in, 
Derek was aware of the people staring at him, or, more precisely, at them. 
He wondered what questions, what accusations, would be running through 
their minds. Why was he with Stiles? Were they fucking? Except, no. No- 
one avoided Stiles in the hallways. They greeted him with affectionate side 
hugs and zealous high fives. Even at the height of Derek’s popularity no- 
one approached him the way they did Stiles. Stiles was popular because he 
was likable. Derek had been popular because he had been able to handle a 
lacrosse stick. Stiles would be innocent until proven guilty. Not that he was 
gay. Still, he kept on walking, eyes trained on the back of Stiles’ head as 
they made their way towards his friends. 



They all looked up as Stiles pushed Derek in front of him. 


“Derek is going to join us for lunch,” he said with what Derek thought- 
hoped- sounded like enthusiasm. Scott, much to Derek’s surprise, gave him 
a small smile as he sat down in front of him. The rest of Stiles’ group barely 
acknowledged him, returning to their previous conversations. Everyone 
except for Lydia who was glaring at Derek from the opposite end of the 
table. She drummed her fingers next to a half-eaten apple before sighing 
and turning her cool gaze on Stiles. 

“I don’t want him here,” she stated matter-of-factly. Derek couldn’t blame 
her, he had ruined her dress, but somehow that’s not what Derek thought 
she was referring to. Lydia had a reputation for being all kinds of smart, 
Derek knew, and not least of all street smart. As Stiles’ friend she had his 
reputation to protect. 

“Well, I do,” Stiles replied coolly and even though Derek now had his back 
to Stiles he could feel the intensity of his eyes on Lydia. Lydia held her 
own, however, giving back more ferocity than what Stiles was probably 
giving her. 

“I’m going to go,” Derek said quietly, beginning to rise but Stiles placed a 
firm hand between his shoulder blades, pushing him back down. Derek tried 
not to lean back into the touch. 

“Lyds, you can buy a new dress. Hell, I’ll buy you a new dress.” Lumbling 
for a bit behind him, Stiles reached over Derek and planted a fifty down in 
front of Lydia whose expression turned from scowling to contemplative. 
“Scott will take you out and tell you how pretty you look in everything,” he 
said pointedly. Scott’s eyes shot to meet Stiles’ before falling back down to 
his food. Lydia, on the other hand, pretended to look affronted at the idea 
but Derek saw she was secretly pleased, a faint blush creeping onto her 
already peachy cheeks. 

“But I have plans-” Scott finally attempted to interject but Lydia brought a 
swift hand up to his mouth, cutting him off. Cocking her head to the side, 
she appeared to appraise Scott as though debating if he was truly the right 



man for the job, before pursing her lips and raising her apple to take another 
bite out of it. 


“Fine,” she said, schooling her features as she turned to look at Derek 
again. “Consider the matter settled.” 

“Great!” Stiles exclaimed, swinging down so his face hovered just in front 
of Derek’s. He was even more beautiful close up. 

“Derek, I’ll get you something. A sandwich?” He was about to protest but 
Stiles was already making his way over to the lunch queue, calling back 
over his shoulder for Isaac to tell Derek about “the party”. Derek groaned 
inwardly, the thought of a party making him feel more than slightly sick. 
Actually, he was pretty sure if Isaac started talking to him about a party he 
would actually be sick. The last party he had gone to had been right before 
Kate had kissed him and his life had gone to shit. A bunch of them had 
gotten drunk and Derek had fallen asleep on top of Jackson. Jackson, who 
had been the first one to cut all ties with Derek when the “rumour” spread. 

“It’s only a small gathering,” Derek realised Isaac was talking. He was a 
fair haired boy, all loose curls and tentative smiles as though he had to 
remind himself he was entitled to be happy. Derek wondered what the story 
was there. “Stiles is going to sneak some alcohol from his dad’s liquor 
cabinet but mostly it will just be good food and music. Do you want in?” 
Derek didn’t think Isaac looked unhappy about inviting him but he did look 
like was the type that got joy out of pleasing people. If inviting Derek was 
going to make Stiles happy, and god knows why it was making Stiles 
happy, Derek was sure Isaac would readily comply. 

Derek was about to reply, “no, thank-you” when Stiles appeared back at his 
side, handing him a ham sandwich. 

“Of course he’s in,” he said looking at Derek as he took a seat beside him 
and then frowned as his eyes fell from him to the sandwich he had just 
given him. The look Derek was currently wearing obviously had unsettled 
Stiles. “Dude, you’re not a vegetarian are you?” 



“No,” Derek said, a small smile tugging at his lips because of course Stiles 
would think his I’m-about-to-be-sick look was about the ham and not due to 
the social anxiety attack Derek was currently having. “I just don’t like 
parties.” 

“You used to,” Stiles replied casually, taking a bite of his own sandwich. 
Derek quirked an eye-brow at him and watched as Stiles’ eyes widened 
briefly. “I mean,” he said. “The lacrosse team.. .it’s known for its wild 
parties, right?” 

“I’m no longer on that team,” Derek shrugged, wishing he could 
immediately take his words back at the awkward look that crossed Stiles’ 
face. He didn’t want pity from Stiles. Even if it seemed like he didn’t care 
at all that Derek was gay. Pity was almost unbearable coming from Stiles. 

“I didn’t mean- well, shit.” Stiles looked even more aggravated if it was 
possible and Derek tried to think of something to say before he heard 
someone yell, “Yeah, he’s on the A-Team!” There was no mistaking what 
was meant by that. Derek rose up instinctively, never able to get used to the 
humiliation that coursed through his body when he was called out like that. 
Except this time the embarrassment wasn’t just for himself but for Stiles, 
who was blushing furiously down at his hands. It’s not like Derek expected 
him to say anything. Stiles wasn’t his friend, not really. And without 
another word Derek did the only thing he could think of and ran from the 
cafeteria. 

It wasn’t his best decision but it didn’t matter. When he got home he was 
going to ask his parents about leaving. He would take on-line classes, heck, 
he would home-school himself if he had to. 


All he knew was that he couldn’t do this anymore. 



Chapter 4 


Derek was grateful it was almost summer. His mum had told him if he 
could stick the rest of the week out they would look into other schooling 
options when the term ended. Derek had agreed, despite Laura’s angry 
protests he had no graded assignments due. She had even offered to drive 
him to New York and stay with a couple of old college buddies but Derek 
wanted to last the week. He didn’t want his mum to have to explain to his 
teachers why he was withdrawing from his classes before the end of term. If 
he waited until the fall they could at least make up a less humiliating excuse 
than the fact bullying had gotten the better of him. 

Tears welled up in his eyes again as he settled down to read the book they 
had been set for English. There was going to be nothing on it but Derek 
enjoyed reading whatever was given to him. If nothing else it was a 
distraction. Let other people’s problems be worse than his own for six or 
seven hours. 

Sometimes he felt like Matilda when he curled up with a book like this; 
feeling completely alone but still reading, reading for a better day that he 
hoped would come. Derek knew there were thousands of people like him. 
That there were other schools that probably wouldn’t bat an eyelid even if 
he wore a ridiculous badge saying “Likes Guys”. However, such places 
were far from his hometown. Far from his family. He often wondered what 
he would rather- his family or his acceptance. One day he would eventually 
leave, he knew. One day he might even be happy. For a moment Derek let 
himself picture a husband. A husband who loved him for everything he 
was. He pictured kids. Kids who looked up to him and ran into his arms 
whenever they saw him coming. Objectively, Derek’s dreams weren’t 
dreams at all. For most, they were just an inevitability. Fantasies of 
becoming famous rock stars and curing cancer would be buried under 
family life for those people. Right now, though, Derek thought he probably 
had more chance at winning the Fields Medal. (And he was a B+ at best in 



Math.) 


He was only a couple of chapters in to The Heart of Darkness when he 
heard the doorbell ring. Everyone had gone out for the night to some local 
fundraiser the town was holding for stray dogs. Laura had tried to persuade 
him to come with the promise that there would be a barbeque but Derek just 
hadn’t felt up to it. There would be people he knew there. People from 
school. (“Yeah, he’s on the A-Team!”) Would that be how the world always 
saw him? Frankly, he didn’t understand how everyone could be so bloody 
ignorant. Didn’t they know AIDS was more common amongst straight 
people these days anyway? Not that that was actually the point. 

The doorbell rang again and groaning, Derek rolled himself off his bed and 
made his way downstairs. When he opened the door he wasn’t even sure if 
he was surprised to see Stiles standing there even though his heart began 
hammering in his chest like it thought Derek would never have seen him 
again. 

Derek let his gaze briefly wander over Stiles. He was wearing tight fitted 
jeans and a shirt that he clearly didn’t feel at home in. Stiles lived in the 
land of ironic t-shirts. Formal wear, no matter how good he looked in it, 
seemed to reject his body with every movement he made. 

“Did you walk here?” Derek asked, finally noticing the lack of Stiles’ jeep 
outside the house. 

“Can I come in?” Stiles asked instead, ignoring Derek’s question. Derek 
nodded, moving back to let him in. 

“Do you want a drink?” Stiles shook his head and Derek noticed he was 
pointedly looking anywhere but at him, a small flush gracing his cheeks. 
Derek wasn’t accustomed to a shy Stiles. It didn’t sit comfortably on him, 
just like his clothes. There were words bubbling to get out, however. Derek 
could see that plainly. 

“We can sit down, if you like,” Derek said, pointing towards the stools at 
the breakfast bar inside the kitchen. The couch didn’t seem too appropriate 



given it implied a longer stay than Stiles probably wanted. The stools 
suggested the sort of casualness Derek thought Stiles was trying desperately 
to pull off, even if he was hopelessly failing at it. 

They walked into the kitchen together and Derek poured them both some 
water despite Stiles’ saying he hadn’t wanted anything. Derek, however, 
needed something to do; something to hold in his hands as he waited for the 
tension to break. As slowly as he could, he sipped his water, watching as 
Stiles carefully took a seat on one of the stools. 

“I’m sorry I didn’t say something,” he finally said, almost inaudibly, 
looking down at his own untouched glass in front of him. Derek frowned. 

“Say something?” he repeated, buying himself a little time to find the right 
words. “Stiles, you had zero obligation to say anything. People say stuff 
like that to me all the time. They don’t often say it to a whole room but I 
hear them just the same.” 

The far-off look on Stiles’ face suddenly became furious. “How do you 
stand it?” he asked, half whisper, half, what, incredulity? Like he was just 
finding out how much of a hell Derek’s existence actually was. In truth, 
perhaps Stiles hadn’t been fully aware of how bad it could be. No-one ever 
really knew unless it was happening to them. 

Derek shrugged. “I don’t,” he answered truthfully. Stiles met his gaze then, 
his big, brown eyes looking at Derek with neither pity nor reproach. Derek 
appreciated it. 

“Is it...?” Stiles’ eyes slipped down, his voice faltering, probably 
wondering if he had gone too far. Derek easily supressed the smile he didn’t 
feel like making. Why was Stiles here? Derek’s brain scrambled for an 
answer that failed to present itself. 

“True?” Derek supplied when it was apparent Stiles wasn’t going to 
continue. “No-one has ever bothered asking me that before. Does it 
matter?” He added the last part somewhat bitterly, his own words 
reminding him of his friends. They had never even bothered to ask. They 



had just left. 


“Yes,” Stiles stated, loudly now, holding Derek’s gaze in such a way Derek 
felt more vulnerable than he had ever been before. He wasn’t certain Stiles 
would run out of here if he told him the truth. It wasn’t until now he 
realised Stiles actually wasn ’t sure. For Stiles, Derek was innocent until 
guilty. He was giving him the benefit of the doubt. Would that all come 
crashing down if Derek told him the truth? He considered. After all, Stiles 
had shown up at his door. He was the one who had brought up the question. 
Stiles wasn’t Derek’s friend but the thought of him wanting nothing to do 
with Derek after he told him made Derek feel like he was teetering over the 
edge of a cliff that had a very, very long fall. 

“Yes.” The word dropped from his lips without him having meant it to. 

That one word pushing him over the edge when he hadn’t been ready to 
jump yet. 

Stiles sucked in his breath but didn’t make a move to leave. Instead, he 
continued to sit there, staring at Derek like some god damn life line, like 
Derek wasn’t currently free-falling, waiting for Stiles to turn out to be just 
like the rest of them. 

“Stiles,” he said slowly, making his way back around the counter. “Why are 
you here?” He needed to know, it was burning him more with every second 
that passed. Had Stiles seriously walked all this way from, wherever he had 
been, to ask Derek if he was gay? Something that he could have asked him 
at any time in the last 24 hours? A new emotion was beginning to toy at the 
back of Derek’s mind but he deliberately pushed it away, determined not to 
understand it. 

“Kate Argent’s a bitch,” Stiles said. Derek laughed even though he didn’t 
find it funny. 

“Yes,” he stated. “Yes, she is.” 

“Why didn’t you...” Stiles reached out to take the glass of water, turning 
away from Derek as he chose his next words. “Why didn’t you just.. .let her 



kiss you?” Derek sighed. He had asked himself that question a thousand 
times and honestly, he had no good answer. 


“She didn’t just want to kiss me.” Stiles quickly turned back to face him at 
that, his face going an even paler shade than usual. Derek didn’t know why 
that comforted him but it did, encouraging him to go on. “It just felt wrong, 
like.. dike she was attacking me. I think if I had let it continue I would have 
taken a panic attack. It felt.. .it felt like abuse.” Derek had often wondered if 
Kate had known about his sexuality before she had made her move. He 
tried not to let the thought sicken him too much. 

“I lost my mum when I was eight,” Stiles said after a moment of 
contemplative silence; so low Derek wouldn’t have caught it if he hadn’t 
been giving Stiles his full attention. “My dad-” his throat constricted and he 
shook his head, a forced smile stretching out his lips. “My dad always talks 
about her like each memory he has of her is a life lesson for me to learn.” 
Stiles took another pause but this time Derek saw that he knew what he 
wanted to say. That this was something important. Was this why he had 
come? Did he think Derek would understand something no-one else could? 

“He says that when I meet the right girl she’ll love the thing I hate most 
about myself.” Stiles smirked but it was humourless. “I don’t really think 
that’s a guarantee in love or anything but my dad swears that’s how he 
knew my mum was the one. I feel-” he took a deep breath, his eyes 
beginning to water. “I’m sorry, I should know better than to bring this stuff 
up but sometimes I can’t really help it.” He barked a laugh, wiping at his 
nose with his sleeve. “Scott’s usually the one who has to deal with me like 
this. I- sorry.” 

Derek shook his head, taking a tentative step towards Stiles and placed a 
hand on his shoulder, soothing. He really had no idea why Stiles was telling 
him all this but it was obviously important to him. 

“What was it?” he asked, trying to gauge if Stiles needed Derek to 
understand something he wasn’t grasping. “What did your dad hate most 
about himself?” Stiles smiled then, rolling his eyes with exasperated 
fondness. 



“Beats me. I’ve tried drawing it out of him many times but he says only my 
mum knew and that’s the way he wants to keep it. I get it. There are some 
memories of my mum I would rather keep to myself, like sharing them 
would make them less special somehow.” Derek nods, trying to sympathise. 
He had never lost anyone before. Not even a pet. But he was determined not 
to screw this up. Whatever “this” was. 

“God,” Stiles announced, standing up. “I came here to get you to come to 
Isaac’s party and instead I’ve ruined just your night.” That’s why he came? 

“You didn’t ruin my night,” Derek answered. You could never. Stiles’ eyes 
brightened at that and something inside Derek was desperate to click. “I 
just...” 

“You just what?” Stiles asked, taking another step closer to Derek. They 
were almost touching now and Derek could smell the aftershave that clung 
to Stiles’ skin. He wanted to move closer. Something was definitely telling 
him to move closer. Maybe it was the way Stiles was looking at him now, 
his eyes tracing over Derek’s face lazily. He could see the slight bob of 
Stiles’ Adams apple, hear the small click of his throat as Derek took a final 
step. 

“Why are you hereV he asked again, leaning forward, eyes flickering 
briefly to Stiles’ parted lips before Stiles was suddenly pulling back, as if 
registering what Derek was about to do. 

Stiles’ face was running through too many expressions for Derek to 
recognise. What had he just done? He felt dizzy, like he was going to faint 
but before he could say anything, anything to reverse what he had just 
attempted, Stiles ran past him and out of the door, slamming it behind him. 

Stiles was straight. What had he been thinking ? He had just opened his 
heart to Derek about his mum and Derek had tried to respond by kissing 
him? He couldn’t bring himself to wonder about if Stiles would tell his 
friends. Or worse, what if he told his dad? Derek grew even fainter at the 
thought. He had abused Stiles’ trust. The first person to treat him like the 



normal fucking human being he wanted to feel he was. 
Fuck. 



Chapter 5 


Chapter Notes 


Okay, I know I must be slowly killing some of you with the pace here 
but I can never resist Laura brotp moments! 


During the last week of school Derek barely saw Stiles. In class he was 
even more distant than usual and when Derek chanced a look at him in the 
cafeteria Scott had been the one to look back at him. It wasn’t an unfriendly 
look but it wasn’t reassuring either. Scott, Derek had come to realise over 
watching him with Stiles at the diner, was a puppy personified. Which 
meant he didn’t like to deal with confrontation. Ever. If Scott was giving 
Derek a significant look and what’s more, keeping it up, Stiles must have 
told him. He just hoped Scott was the only person he had told. 

*** 

Saturday was the first day of summer and Derek decided it was perfectly 
acceptable to spend the whole of it in his bed. When he was restless he 
usually went running to burn of the excess energy, drawing a courteous 
peace from the preserve his family owned, but today he was hosting his 
own pity party. 

He heard the routine noises of breakfast being made downstairs before his 
parents left for work. Laura stuck her head through his door almost 
immediately. She didn’t force Derek to talk, instead perching herself on the 
end of his bed and taking hold of his ankle through his bed sheets. It was 
comforting, having a sister like Laura. She scared most of the people she 
met but to Derek she was nothing but what he needed. A big sister. 



An hour must have gone by before she finally shifted, moving herself closer 
to the head of the bed. 


“Do you want to talk about it?” she asked. Derek shook his head. If anyone 
would understand it would be Laura but Derek just couldn’t find the words 
to tell her how badly he had messed up. “That’s okay,” she soothed. “I’m 
here.” 

“I know,” Derek whispered. He wished he could tell her. Tell her how 
badly he didn’t want to be this way. He wanted to ask, often asked, why 
him? Why was he different? Why couldn’t he enjoy talking about girls like 
guys were supposed to? Squeezing his eyes further shut, Derek tried to 
wrap himself in the calming cocoon Laura had created for him, just by 
being there. If everyone in this goddamed world was like his sister, Derek 
didn’t think it would be possible to be wanting for happiness. For 
acceptance. 

“There’s this boy,” he whispered after some time, keeping his eyes shut. 
Laura hummed, stroking a gentle hand across his forehead and then down 
his arm. It reminded Derek of when he used to be sick and Laura would 
insist to their parents she took better care of him than either of them could. 
She was right too. Laura would make him his favourite chicken soup and 
read him books he wasn’t able to understand on his own yet. One time she 
had found an old book of werewolf lore and Derek had spent hours listening 
as Laura had told him all the stories about the different packs in it. “ We’re 
like a pack, ” Derek had told her. For a year after that she had called him her 
little Beta. She thought it annoyed him but it hadn’t. 

“He started talking to me,” he went on. “Tried to be my friend, I think.” 
Derek took a deep breath, listening to Laura’s own steady breathing as she 
continued to stroke up and down his arm. “Last week he came by when you 
were all out at the fundraiser. He told me some pretty personal stuff and I... 
I tried to kiss him.” 

“Tried?” Laura asked, her tone conveying no judgement, just query. 

“When he realised what I was going to do he ran. I made a fool of myself. I 



don’t know what is worse. The rejection or the fact I shot myself in the foot. 
Laura, I knew he was straight.” Laura was silent for several moments, 
continuing to hum, before she answered. 

“Sounds a lot like my first crush,” she finally said, nonchalantly. “He told 
me he was in love with this girl and I thought he meant me,” she laughed. 
“He didn’t.” Pushing at Derek until he moved over, Laura lay down beside 
him and looked up at the ceiling that was still covered in Derek’s five year 
old obsession with glow in the dark stars. Only the moon at the centre still 
worked. “He told all of his friends that I had tried to kiss him and they all 
laughed any time I came into the same room as them. Do you know what I 
did?” 

“Punched them?” Derek asked, knowing full well that Laura’s answering 
smile meant he was right. 

“After that,” she shrugged, “they started seeing me in a whole new way. 

Not the guy I liked, mind, but his friends. I think they thought I was cool for 
knowing how to throw a decent right hook.” 

“Is this your way of telling me I should go and punch Sti- his friends?” 
Derek didn’t need to look over at Laura to know she was rolling her eyes. 

“No,” she sighed. “I’m telling you this to let you know that life, little bro, it 
goes on. I don’t even remember those guys’ names now.” She poked him in 
the rib. “Mostly I’m telling you to distract you and to remind you of how 
amazing I am.” Derek snorted. 

“Yeah, you are,” he said, unable to think of something witty to come back 
with. He had said it loud enough though that Derek knew she knew he 
meant it. 

Laura looked at him then, her green eyes soft and wide. 

“Oh, honey,” she said, opening up her arms and Derek crawled into them, 
sobbing like that time he was four and he had lost her at the park. “It’s 
okay,” she soothed. “I’ll make it okay.” But for the first time in his life, 



Derek couldn’t bring himself to believe his big sister. 



Chapter 6 


Chapter Notes 


See, I'm not a sadist! Well, I am a little. Sorrrrrrrrrry. 


The best part of Derek’s summer was usually the time he spent at the 
library. Once Laura had finally convinced him two days in bed was quite 
enough, that there was an optimistic sun to be squinted at, Derek dragged 
himself into a shower and to the library. 

What he hadn’t expected to find was Stiles there. Working. 

Derek made an instant play to turn around and leave but Stiles had already 
spotted him, catching his eye in a way that made Derek pause and force 
himself to look. Stiles looked nothing like his usual self. There were dark 
rings under his eyes and what Derek thought looked like the start of a badly 
grown five o’clock stubble. He was also wearing a plain t-shirt but Derek 
wasn’t sure if that was just library policy or not. 

“A.D.D.,” he said when Derek had been staring for far too long. “I get it 
worse some days than others.” Derek had never realised Stiles suffered 
from A.D.D but looking back it kind of made perfect sense; the way he 
sometimes didn’t pay attention, the way his body bounced with energy like 
it couldn’t stay still... Derek wondered briefly if running would help Stiles 
and wait, no. He really needed to stop thinking like that if he had any hope 
of, well, quite frankly Derek didn’t know what he was hoping for now that 
Stiles was here in front of him again. It was like being sucked into a 
horribly unfair and beautiful magic trick. Derek didn’t think Stiles talking 
to him was a good idea but the fact he was, well.. .it was a thing of 
miracles. Stiles hadn’t needed to mention his A.D.D. It hadn’t been an 



explanation, not really, just a comment. A way of conversing. Had Stiles 
forgiven him? A bud of hope began blossoming in his chest. Maybe Stiles 
wasn’t angry. Maybe he had just needed to come to terms with the shock. 

“How was the party?” Derek asked, opting to tread on solid ground when 
Stiles still made no indication he wanted him to leave. 

“The party?” Stiles frowned before realisation dawned on him. “Oh, Issac! 
Yeah, it was fun. Lots of pretty girls there.” And wasn’t that just the final 
slap in the face. Suddenly, Derek was angry. Was Stiles doing this on 
purpose as some sort of revenge? He knew he shouldn’t have tried to kiss 
him but Derek hadn’t thought Stiles was the type of person to take a dig like 
that at him. Avoid him? Sure. But he didn’t have to go and act like every 
other idiot in Beacon High. Especially when he was aware of Derek’s 
feelings for him. 

“You know what? Fuck you,” he said, not caring if there was anyone else to 
overhear them. The library was usually empty anyway and marching back 
through the swinging doors, careful not to look at Stiles again, Derek 
kicked at the public library sign just outside, toppling over a plant pot as he 
did. He was annoyed to see his car was still sitting there in the parking lot. 
He usually drove it to the library as he had a habit of checking out a few fair 
books at a time. However, getting behind the wheel seemed like the very 
worst idea imaginable right now. He wanted to run and keep going but 
before he could, Derek heard the sound of footsteps running after him. 

“Derek, wait,” Stiles yelled, catching up to him and blocking the last few 
steps Derek was trying to now make to open his car door. He had to get out 
of here. 

“Leave me alone, Stiles. I’m tired of this bullshit.” It was the first time he 
had ever said something like that aloud to someone and it felt so, so good. 
He could already feel some of the anger seeping away. He hope it wrapped 
itself around Stiles and choked him. 

“No,” Stiles said, shaking his head firmly, much to Derek’s disappointment. 
“I-” Words hung on his lips but Derek didn’t want to hear. He couldn’t. 



Stiles could break him with a few words, Derek was certain of that, and he 
wasn’t going to give him a chance to. He couldn’t bear to hear that Stiles 
had been mortified. That he hated him. He didn’t want to see that look of 
disgust he had gotten from Kate that day. Although, looking at Stiles now, 
it was hard to believe he was going to say anything to hurt Derek. Or at 
least, hurt Derek further. He looked conflicted, scared even, and fuck if 
Derek was going to try and fathom that out. What did Stiles want? Did he 
just want Derek to apologise? 

“Stiles, I want to go home. Please,” he said instead. He was not going to cry 
here. Not in front of Stiles. Why was crying even a reaction his body felt 
optional right now? “Please, just let me get into my car. We don’t have to 
talk about it. In fact, I never want to talk about it. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean 
to make you feel-” 

But before Derek could finish his sentence, Stiles had his arms thrown 
around his neck, pulling him in for a kiss. Stiles wasted no time in coaxing 
Derek’s mouth open, expertly Derek thought, pushing his tongue inside and 
sucking. Derek moaned, caught somewhere between fight and flight before 
his body began relaxing into it, kissing Stiles back hungrily until he had 
him backed up against the side of his car. Stiles made these sounds, forcing 
the kiss deeper and allowing his hands to roam down from Derek’s neck to 
his sides, fisting at the material there until Derek found himself flush 
against him. He could feel the toned muscles of Stiles’ body through his t- 
shirt and Derek’s brain short-circuited as Stiles’ long fingers found their 
way under his own shirt, grabbing at the skin there like he couldn’t get 
enough. 

The sound of a car pulling up had them quickly jumping apart. Derek 
wasn’t sure how he was looking at Stiles but Derek was 100% certain of 
how Stiles was looking at him and it was not good. At all. 

“Shit,” was all Stiles said before running back inside the library as an 
elderly couple got outside the car that had interrupted them, nodding 
politely to Derek, apparently not having seen anything. Derek ignored them, 
only able to stare after Stiles because Stiles had kissed him and yet had 



somehow managed to make Derek feel even worse than he had before. 



Chapter 7 


Chapter Notes 


I hadn't intended for this to be a short fie but it's becoming much 
longer than I thought it would. I hope you're still enjoying it 
nonetheless! 


Derek felt worse than all those times people had whispered behind his back. 
Worse than having to read the same AIDS pamphlet over and over like it 
was some sort of fucking joke. Worse than he did when everyone he 
thought he knew suddenly weren’t the people he thought they were. Stiles 
had kissed him. It had... 

It hadn’t been a joke. Derek knew Stiles hadn’t been faking it, he had felt it 
in the way excitement had thrummed through his body and into his. He 
wasn’t upset that Stiles had pulled away. He wasn’t upset that he had 
freaked out. He wasn’t even angry that Stiles got to walk down the school 
halls without judgement. Derek knew Stiles wouldn’t be given any special 
treatment if he came out. If he openly dated Derek. If dating was even what 
Stiles had wanted from that kiss. 

Derek understood why Stiles didn’t want to acknowledge it. Even if he did 
want Derek. Derek understood what it was like to want. It didn’t mean he 
felt any less used. Like a cheap, dirty secret that Stiles wanted to bury at the 
bottom of a very straight river. The fact that Derek was now well on his 
way to being in love with Stiles was just the perfectly sadistic icing on top 
of the rainbow parade’s shitty cupcake. And now he was using obscure 
analogies. Great. Just...great. 





As the next few weeks went by, Derek almost managed to trick himself into 
believing he would be able to smile without force- (when the time came that 
something should be able to make him smile that was.) 

That time, however, was not as Derek was standing in the grocery section 
of the supermarket, looking over his mum’s shopping list for what she 
wanted for dinner that night. A secret family Hale recipe that combined 
meatballs, fish and steak. Derek wasn’t too sure who had been hungry 
enough in his family to mix all of that together, let alone managing to 
expertly blend the ingredients, but he never questioned it. That recipe was 
genius. 

“Derek?” a voice asked just as he was inspecting the red peppers. Derek 
spun around, startled, but thankfully managed to keep a hold of the 
shopping basket in his hand. His dad would kill him if he bruised the 
peaches he had picked out for, what was his dad’s take, on cheesecake. 

“Sir?” Derek asked, unsure if he should know who this man was. He was 
around his dad’s age with short, brown hair and soft eyes that sadly 
complimented the tired complexion of his face. He looked familiar but 
Derek couldn’t quite place it. 

“I recognise you from the lacrosse year book photos. My son loves the 
sport.” Derek nodded, wondering if the mention of his favourite game 
would ever not cause him pain. 

“Does he play?” he asked, trying to remember his manners and be polite. 
The man laughed and shook his head. 

“He likes watching but doesn’t quite have what it takes. He tried out for the 
basketball team before we moved here.” A small smile crept on to his face, 
clearly picturing something Derek was about to be privy to. “Hit on the 
head and knocked out by his own basket dunk,” he added somewhere 
between exasperated and fond. 

“Perhaps he just needs a little practice,” Derek found himself saying, like he 
was on auto-pilot, unable to think of a nice way to say he should probably 



be getting going. He wondered if sending Laura telepathic messages would 
get her to phone him with an “emergency”. 

“That’s what I tell him,” the man says, “but Stiles says it probably wouldn’t 
make much of a difference. I’m inclined to believe him.” 

Derek’s whole body arrested at the mention of Stiles’ name. 

“You’re the Sheriff .he asked incredulously, eyeing his casual everyday 
clothing. Derek didn’t think cops constantly went about in uniform but he 
really thought they should make it some kind of law now. Oh god, this was 
not happening. 

“You know my son?” the Sheriff asked. Derek was about to answer no, that 
he had only ever seen him in class, when the Sheriff continued talking. 

“Listen, I know how much Stiles admires you. Between you and me, I think 
you’re the reason he thought about joining the team. Maybe you could 
convince him for me? It’s always been a dream of mine to watch my son 
play a sport, ever since I first held him in my arms.” Derek tried to get his 
mouth to work because, Stiles admires him? but it wasn’t happening. Derek 
doubted the Sheriff knew he no longer played for the team. He supposed 
Stiles had been embarrassed to, given the Sheriff would probably have 
asked the reason behind it. 

“I’m sure you’d be able to convince him,” he stated with an enthusiastic 
conviction that, truthfully, made Derek a little uncomfortable. Derek’s 
parents always pushed him to do what he loved ; they never forced him into 
anything Derek didn’t want to do and Derek knew for a fact Stiles did not 
like sports. Well, the ones that didn’t include all you can eat contests. 

“In fact, why don’t you come back for lunch now?” the Sheriff said, rather 
than asked. “I’d love to hear all about it. Stiles doesn’t talk to me as much 
as he used to. I was always more of a basketball guy myself but I’d like to 
know what my piques my son’s interests.” 


Or who Derek’s brain traitorously supplied. 



Derek couldn’t help the small thrum of joy that coursed through his veins at 
the thought of Stiles having known who he was before the incident in the 
cafeteria. (“1 don’t like parties.” “You used to...”) Had Stiles felt this way 
about Derek ever since he had moved here? Derek hadn’t even been part of 
the team when Stiles first came to Beacon High. It was the first time Derek 
truly realised Stiles didn’t have a problem with homosexuals. He had a 
problem with his dad. Derek hadn’t been afraid to tell his parents, of 
disappointing them. But the way the Sheriff talked about Stiles... 

Derek could see he loved him. Or, at least, the “him” he thought Stiles was 
and Derek knew now Stiles was desperately trying to keep it that way. The 
conversation he had had about his mum was starting to make a lot more 
sense now, about finding a girl and settling down. Did Stiles think that 
being gay was going to dishonour his dad’s memory of his wife? 

These questions occupied him enough that Derek suddenly found himself 
empty handed and following the Sherriff out to his car and climbing into the 
passenger seat. He should probably just make an excuse. That he was 
expected home. The Sheriff wouldn’t force him to come, and yet, the 
thought of seeing Stiles now he knew just that little but more, that Derek 
hadn’t been an unexpected sexual crisis. That Derek was something to 
Stiles, had his heart thumping so hard against his ribcage he didn’t even 
notice the Sheriff had started talking again. 

“The funny thing is,” he was saying as he pulled out of the parking lot. “I 
had never heard Stiles talk so enthusiastically about any sport until we 
moved here.” Derek smiled at that, a smile that he didn’t have to force. 



Chapter 8 


Chapter Notes 


In the words of Marina and the Diamonds- Sex sex sex sex yeah! 


Stiles dropped the spatula he was holding when Derek followed the Sheriff 
inside their front door. It was very much a family home, Derek noted as he 
was avoiding looking at Stiles so he could adjust, although it had nothing of 
the family comforts he knew in his own house. There were old pictures 
strewn across the walls and placed lovingly on flat surfaces but none that 
Derek could see of Stiles and his dad recently. 

“Derek, you know my-” Stiles began, eventually getting his mouth to work 
and then closing it, reconsidering his words. “Dad, you know Derek?” 

“No I don’t,” his dad replied. “I ran into him at the supermarket.” The 
Sheriff smiled, clapping Derek on the back and guiding him further into the 
house- towards Stiles. “I remembered him from the lacrosse team photos 
and convinced him to come and talk to you about joining.” Derek watched 
as Stiles attempted to bury the pained look that was beginning to show on 
his face, supressing it with a bright smile and the quirk of an eyebrow. 
Derek only ever saw Stiles do that when he was teasing Scott. It looked 
strange on him when he was forcing it. 

“Oh really?” he asked, his tone quickly matching his now easy composure. 
“You didn’t happen to persuade him with pizza did you? Because if we’re 
ordering pizza you are not having pepperoni.” He looked to Derek as 
casually as Derek saw he could. “My dad has heart problems,” he 
explained. 



“I do not have heart problems!” the Sheriff protested, albeit not very 
convincingly. “I didn’t bring him here for pizza. I brought him here for 
you.” Stiles flinched at that, the light-hearted act vanishing in a second as 
he turned away to hide his face. The Sheriff rolled his eyes. 

“I told you he was reluctant,” he said. “Derek, tell him why it’s good to 
practice sports.” He turned to look at the back of Stiles’ head as if Stiles 
was still facing him. “It’s not just about being part of a team, son. It builds 
character.” Derek watched as Stiles’ shoulders stiffened; not that his dad 
noticed, moving from the small hall and into the lounge, beckoning for 
Derek to follow suit. 

“If it’s all the same sir,” Derek said, sitting himself down on the couch as 
the Sheriff took to a worn looking arm chair in the corner. “If he doesn’t 
want to play he shouldn’t have to-” 

“No!” Stiles interjected, suddenly appearing at Derek’s side. He looked 
completely flustered, flourishing a sandwich in his dad’s direction, lettuce 
leaves and tomatoes spilling out of the sides. “No, I, er, I’ll try out for it, 
dad. In the fall, I promise. Derek doesn’t need to convince me.” 

“Really?” the Sheriff beamed, rising from his chair. “That’s great son, 
that’s really-” Tears began welling up in the Sheriff’s eyes but Derek’s 
were glued to Stiles. Stiles who was hugging his dad fiercely, like he was 
afraid to let him go. Or, maybe more importantly, afraid he would let Stiles 

go- 

“Listen kid, I’ve got to get to a shift,” he said, finally pulling away from his 
son. “You’ll take good care of Derek now, won’t you? Make sure he’s 
fed?” Stiles rolled his eyes in what could only be an instinctive reaction 
before nodding, stealing a brief glance at Derek and Derek knew right then 
that he was going to take anything Stiles was going to offer him. Even if it 
was just some stolen glances in class now and again. 

They remained in silence as the Sheriff went upstairs to change, waiting for 
a near eternity until he finally left them alone. Even listening to the sound 
of the police car take off seemed to last another hour until there was nothing 



left but quiet, broken only by the sound of Stiles’ increasingly laboured 
breathing. 

“You came to my house?” Stiles practically yelled, taking one step towards 
Derek and then another two back. “Derek, I- god I don’t even have a leg to 
stand on, do I?” he sighed, pushing the heels of his palms into his eyes. It 
looked like it hurt and all Derek wanted to do was pry those hands away, 
hold them in his own. 

“No, actually, you don’t,” Derek agreed. He wasn’t going to lie. “But I 
understand.” 

“You do?” Stiles’ head jerked up to look at him, his expression caught 
between stunned and, what Derek thought looked like somewhat.. .hopeful? 

“You’re afraid of what your dad will think of you if you tell him.” 

“If,” Stiles repeated the word, biting his lip and frowning. Derek tapered 
down a smile. The way he said it, like he had never planned on hiding it 
forever, was a leaps and bounds kind of progress he hadn’t expected. 

“My dad,” Stiles continued, taking the space next to Derek on the couch. 
“Damn, Derek. He drinks. I still hear him play my mum’s old records and 
he fucking cries. How am I supposed to tell him I’m-” he trailed off, tears 
threatening to dampen his cheeks. 

“Gay?” Derek offered, the word slipping out easily even with the weight it 
held. 

“No.” And Derek’s stomach just dropped before Stiles went on. “Bi. I’m bi, 
Derek and if you dare say that’s not a real thing I will actually punch you in 
the face.” Derek snorted. He really had to stop thinking like Stiles was 
going to bring out the camera crew of Punked. They weren’t on secure 
ground, not yet, but Derek knew Stiles wasn’t purposely having him on. 
This was real. 


“I would never say that. Sexuality isn’t a label.” He smiled again then, 



unable to help it. 


“What?” Stiles asked, curious, Derek’s smile encouraging one of his own. 

“Your dad said something earlier.. .that you used to talk about me?” It felt 
good to talk this way. The way he used to talk to people. Derek hadn’t 
realised how much he had been truly censoring himself since last year, a 
warm feeling spreading through him as he watched Stiles blush. 

“I, eh.. .well, of course I did. Have you seen you?” Stiles asked, flailing his 
arms in Derek’s general direction, almost hitting him. Derek was once again 
tempted to grab those arms but he sat still, content to enjoy the show. 

“I have,” Derek answered a little smugly, earning him a Stiles Stilinski 
glare. “But looks don’t make you talk about someone all the time and 
well...” Suddenly the easiness was gone and Derek was lost again. Stiles 
waited though, watching him patiently as Derek tried to word in his head 
what he wanted to say. “You only moved here after ...” he sighed. “People 
don’t talk to me, Stiles. They treat me like I am an STD instead of being at 
risk of having one.” A lick of anger began flaring up as it always did but 
soon died down again. He didn’t feel like a victim around Stiles like he did 
when he was at home or at school, stuck with nothing but his own thoughts. 
He only felt the cold injustice of a homophobic society. Of Beacon Hills 
bloody High. 

“You might not know this,” Stiles responded, shifting closer to him and 
deliberately meeting his eyes. “Actually, I know you don’t know this, but 
my dad and I actually moved out here the summer before school started.” 
Derek hadn’t known that, relaxing back into the couch to listen to Stiles as 
he continued talking. 

“I met Scott on account of Melissa, his mum, best woman in the world by 
the way, who greeted my dad and me with a ‘welcome to the 
neighbourhood apple pie’. It came up I was looking for a summer job and 
Melissa asked Scott to speak to his boss Deaton about it.” Stiles smiled 
brightly. “We spent the whole summer together, playing video games and 
bonding over food and shit. The first week,” Stiles paused, eyeing Derek 



shyly, “he took me to see the school. We had a picnic and.. .the lacrosse 
team were playing. You were playing. Scott and I were totally out of your 
sight, thankfully, because I couldn’t stop watching you. The way you 
moved, the way you focused the team. Your smile.” He faked swooned 
then, crashing into the back of the couch, messing up the pillows there. 
“God, your smile. I don’t think even the most oblivious person in the world 
could have missed the way I was looking at you.” 

Derek’s heart was hammering so fast now he didn’t know what to do with 
himself. Should he lean in and kiss Stiles? Should he hear him out more? 

He felt like Romeo when he was eavesdropping on Juliet, torn between 
wanting and wanting. Stiles made the decision for him, however, by 
continuing to talk, like every supressed conversation they had ever had was 
just foreplay to this one. 

“Scott clocked I wasn’t entirely straight from that moment.” Stiles smiled at 
the memory. “He got that I was, and still am, scared. We don’t talk about it 
much but he’s there for me. He even asked if I wanted to make-out with 
him one time.” Stiles actually howled with laughter at that. “We were both 
very, very drunk and nothing happened, obviously, because, Scott? No, just 
no. But I appreciated it all the same. That he would do that for me even 
though he’s as straight as a ruler and has had this thing for Lydia since, like, 
the third grade or something. I don’t think I would have survived being in 
love with someone for that long. I’ve been in love with you for a year and 
it’s nearly killed me.” Wait, what? 

“You’re in love with me?” Derek was pretty sure he was gaping like 
Sebastian from The Little Mermaid. 

“Uh, well, no,” Stiles hastily stammered. “I mean, if this was a movie, 
dude, I would totally call what I was feeling love. But, eh, I don’t know 
you. Not really. I’m in love with the idea if you. I think, gah!” He threw his 
hands up in there. “What I mean is I am falling in love with you and I’m 
still falling and it’s scary because all I think about is you and when you 
bumped into me in the cafeteria I just saw a chance, you know?” His words 
were tumbling out now and Derek could only move closer, not trusting 



himself to speak, catching every word Stiles had to say as his heart 
threatened to beat right out of his chest because Stiles was falling for him 
just as he had been falling for Stiles. 

“I want you to know that the reason I never approached you wasn’t because 
you are gay.” He winced. “I mean, okay, so it was a factor but it’s not 
because I was afraid of people saying jack about me. It was more, well, 
truthfully, I always knew I wasn’t straight but you, eh, kind of confirmed it 
to me? The thought of talking to you terrified me. I had so much shit 
floating around in my head, shit that’s still there.” He took Derek’s hand 
then, as if trying to convince him of something. “I was afraid that if I talked 
to you someone would tell my dad we were sleeping together- which I 
know is petty ignorance under a microscope but it doesn’t make it any less 
of a possibility. And then there was the bright, sparkling neon sign of 
reasons that you would just never go for me because, have you seen me?” 
he asked, tapping his chest with his free hand. “There were so many times I 
hoped to say something to you in class. One time, I had this ridiculous 
daydream you had forgotten your pencil and from then on I began bringing 
two pencils to every class we were in together just in the hope I could offer 
you one. How lame is that? And-” 

But before Stiles could continue, Derek had lurched forward, silencing him 
with a desperate kiss. It was too much and not enough at the same time. He 
wanted to hear everything Stiles had to say, he wanted to hear every 
thought he had ever had about him, but he also wanted to be touching him. 
He couldn’t not touch him. He wanted to map out every inch of Stiles’ 
body, to show Stiles what Derek couldn’t put into words. Derek wasn’t 
good at speeches but he knew how to move his body, moulding himself into 
Stiles like he belonged there. 

Stiles kissed Derek back with the same fever that had been there the first 
time, moving to sit on his lap and grinding down, making them both moan. 

“Have you ever?” Derek asked, pulling gently on Stiles’ bottom lip. Stiles 
shook his head, swallowing. 

“I’ve fooled around a lot but I was, uh, kind of waiting for someone 



special,” he said, flushing and trying to hide his face in Derek’s shoulder 
but Derek pushed him back, mesmerised by the way Stiles looked already 
wrecked. 

“Do you want...?” he began, feeling himself flush. “I mean, we don’t have 
to, it’s just- god, I’ve wanted you for so long, Stiles. You have no idea.” He 
let a finger trace down the side of Stiles’ face and Stiles shuddered. 

“No,” he whispered, sliding off of him and standing up. “I want to. Just, uh, 
not on the couch?” He nodded towards the stairs and held out his hand. 
Derek took it, rising to kiss Stiles once more, a brief peck that made Stiles’ 
eyes flutter. “My bed is far comfier.” 

“Okay,” Derek agreed, following Stiles upstairs and trying to remember 
how to breathe because this was really happening. 

When they got inside Stiles’ room, he had Derek instantly backed up 
against his door, hands reaching for every part of Derek’s body they could 
find while his teeth scraped along his jaw. Derek could already feel himself 
hardening, biting back a moan as Stiles bit down and sucked a bruise there. 

“I feel so shitty for running away after last time,” Stiles whispered, licking 
over the broken skin. “Let me make it up to you.” It was a promise that had 
Derek’s legs quivering as Stiles reached down to cup him through his jeans, 
gently teasing him until Derek was moving shamelessly into his hand, 
desperate for friction. 

“I’ve thought about blowing you so many times,” Stiles breathed out 
against his ear. “Sometimes you’re on the bed, other times I’ve got you 
pinned down on my floor, helpless, but my favourite is like this.” His hand 
pressed further down on Derek’s crotch. “When you’re all splayed out 
against my door.” Derek hadn’t been prepared for dirty talk. It felt taboo 
somehow, after everything Stiles had just told him downstairs, like he had 
left the PG film to go to the bathroom and came back to find a porno had 
been put on in its place. 


“Stiles,” he whispered, head banging back against the door. 



“Shhh, I’ve got you,” Stiles soothed, popping the button of Derek’s jeans 
and pushing them down just past his thighs. There was pre-come 
dampening the front of his boxers and Derek watched as Stiles sucked in his 
breath when he saw it, falling to his knees and mouthing at it. Derek’s cock 
throbbed at the sensation. 

“Stiles, I’m not going to last if you-” he broke off, moaning as Stiles moved 
his hands up to cup his ass, squeezing it gently as he pressed his face further 
into his crotch. 

“I want to-” Derek said, not knowing how to finish the statement but Stiles 
hummed in approval anyway, like he knew just what Derek wanted, 
continuing to mouth at him though his underwear. 

“Want to see if I can make you come like this, without even touching you,” 
he whispered. “Think you could do that for me, Derek?” Derek nodded 
wordlessly, sucking in as much breath as he could and moving his hands to 
Stiles’ shoulders, needing the stability. 

“Anything you want,” he said and god, he meant it, too fucking gone on just 
the promise of Stiles alone. He was rubbing blatantly against Stiles’ mouth 
now, his trapped cock needing something else, something more, and Stiles 
just let him, laving his tongue over Derek’s crotch, tasting him through his 
underwear. 

“I want to taste you properly,” he said hoarsely, sounding as fucked as 
Derek felt. “But I want it to be after. I want to watch you soil these,” he 
pulled at Derek’s boxers, yanking them down just a little, “and then I’m 
going to clean you up with my tongue, okay?” Stiles palmed at his own 
crotch as he returned to sucking Derek through his underwear, moaning into 
it and sending vibrations through Derek’s body. 

Derek’s orgasm hit him like a shock, punching the air out of him as he 
came with a shout, his whole body shaking as Stiles finally pushed his 
underwear down, revealing his spent cock. 


Stiles wasted no time in licking up the come that was dripping down the 



inside of Derek’s thighs, moaning like it was a freaking delicacy, before 
standing up and kissing him again, letting Derek taste himself on his 
tongue. It was slightly bitter but the taste of his come and Stiles mixed 
together did something to him that had Derek seeking the flavour with 
hunger, pushing his way into Stiles’ mouth until they were both gasping. 

“You now,” he growled and Stiles laughed, possibly thinking Derek was 
being playful rather than just being unable to think straight. Stepping back 
so Derek could see better, Stiles made quick work of his pants and 
underwear, kicking them off to one side and getting a hand on his already 
leaking cock, closing his eyes and making the most ridiculous sounds Derek 
had ever heard. 

He stood hypnotised as he stared at Stiles, knowing he would watch him 
masturbate all day if he got the chance, but when he moaned Derek’s name, 
his body charged into action and reaching forward, replaced Stiles’ hand 
eagerly with his own. 

He was initially distracted by the feel of it, not much different from his, and 
yet it was somehow perfect. As perfect as a dick could be anyway; a perfect 
weight as he slowly worked his hand up and down the shaft, eyes torn 
between Stiles biting his lip and the pre-come that was dripping from the 
tip, allowing Derek’s hand to glide smoothly up and down, switching 
between jerking Stiles off quickly, desperate to see him come, and going 
torturously slow, loving the way Stiles whimpered in frustration at the 
change of pace, clinging to Derek’s biceps like a life line. 

“Derek-” Stiles opened his eyes when he came, locking onto Derek’s, 
before falling into him, wrapping his arms tightly around his neck and just 
resting there, breathing hard. 

“I’m not ready to tell my dad,” he whispered, a strangled confession. “I 
want this, I want you but.. .can, can it just be a secret? For now?” He looked 
up at him then, blown, brown eyes pleading silently. Derek’s heart ached at 
the sight. 


He didn’t want to be a secret. He wanted to be able to kiss Stiles in front of 



everyone and not give a damn. He wanted that security, the security of not 
having to be ashamed anymore. Being a secret wasn’t going to give that to 
him. It was a set back and the complete opposite of what Derek had always 
envisioned when it came to actually being with someone, but the way Stiles 
was asking him, the way he sounded like he was going to break if Derek 
didn’t say yes, had Derek nodding before any form of reason convinced him 
otherwise. 

“Okay,” he said. And maybe, just maybe, it would be. 



Chapter 9 


It continued like that. Sneaking around and screwing around. He never let 
Derek stay afterwards and Stiles never stayed for long when they were at 
Derek’s. Stiles made sure no-one ever caught them, including the one time 
Derek was forced to leave through Stiles’ bedroom window. At least he had 
still been wearing his jeans. 

Even when they found themselves in the middle of the preserve, he never 
stayed. Something in Stiles just couldn’t handle it and Derek was prepared 
to give it to him, even if it did hurt, like he was nothing more than a sex toy 
even though he knew that wasn’t true, and then Stiles would kiss him or just 
fucking smile and Derek would forget not only his problems but all the 
world’s. 

Not that he would tell Stiles that. Derek didn’t want him feeling guilty 
because it wasn’t like Stiles didn’t want to stay. Derek could see it in the 
way Stiles’ body would tense the moment he was standing, the moment he 
lost contact with him. He wanted to stay. He just.. .couldn’t. Derek didn’t 
know if that was fucked up or not. Should it be this hard? He wished he 
could google it. He had tried talking to Stiles about at least telling his 
friends, thinking it might make it easier on him, on them, but every time he 
did Stiles shut him up- “Wait, this is the best part of the movie!” or “Do you 
want something to eat? I’ll go and make us something to eat.” 

Before, when they had been nothing, Derek was certain Stiles would have 
gone out in public with him. However, now they were.. .something.. .Derek 
always found himself shut away with Stiles, like Stiles thought people 
would be able to smell the sex on them and report it to his dad. He got it, he 
really did, but.. .at the same time he didn’t. 

They did talk a lot though, most of the time face to face and sometimes 
texting until the sun came up. Derek learned more about Stiles’ mum. That 



he always said the Star Wars movies were his favourite, but secretly he 
preferred watching old Disney films like Beauty and the Beast because it 
reminded him of her. That and he genuinely felt some uncanny connection 
to Belle. (“I think it’s when she sees the library. It’s how I feel whenever I 
walk into a comic book store.”) Derek had pointed out comic books and 
pictureless books weren’t really the same but then Stiles had delved into a 
huge rant about manga being a literary art form, promising Derek he’d 
make him see the error of his ways soon enough. Derek had laughed, 
throwing a pillow in Stiles’ face, but he would have been lying if he had 
said he wasn’t looking forward to it. 

In return, Derek told Stiles all about Laura and Stiles had shyly asked if he 
thought she would like him. Derek had just kissed him, telling Stiles if he 
brought her homemade cookies she’d be his new best friend. That was what 
Derek was holding on to, Stiles’ promises. Talk of a future. That was also 
how Derek found out Stiles liked to cook, surprisingly accomplished dishes 
Derek had never even heard of, but he usually only ever made health 
conscious foods on account of his dad. 

“I’ll make a meal for your both one night. An incredible one, high in fat and 
everything!” Derek had only smiled. Every time Stiles mentioned his dad 
he tensed up until one of them changed the subject to something more 
trivial. It was a reoccurring pattern that Derek no longer had to even think 
about after a while. He just did it on instinct, conversation was so easy with 
Stiles it never mattered what meaningless subject either of them brought up. 

Quick, you have to live in a pineapple or in a tree. Go! -S 

Is the pineapple under the sea ? -D 

Dude, you watched that?! -S 

Stiles, everyone our age watched that. -D 

...Istill watch that. -S 


Oh god. -D 



Hey! You’re meant to say you still watch it too! -S 
I don’t. -D 

What if it was on when you were over here ? -S 


No. -D 


WHAT IF I ORDERED HAM AND PINEAPPLE PIZZA ? -S 

I don’t think Hawaiian pizzas have magical properties of persuasion Stiles 
- D 

I don’t even know how to respond to that. Using words like ‘Hawaiian ’ and 
‘properties of persuasion’ ? I don’t think that’s how sexting works. -S 

Some people find the bigger words sexy ;) -D 

...Did you just use make a sex joke? -S 

Oh my god, you totally did! -S 

Em already regretting it. -D 

Would you watch it if I blew you? -S 

And if Derek did eventually end up watching SpongeBob SquarePants one 
night, when his dad was out on a shift, after Stiles had blown him and then 
proceeded to order “a Hawaiian pizza” really, really loudly, well, Derek 
was going to put it down to Stiles’ endearing use of the correct pizza 
terminology and not the blowjob he was still shaking from. 

*** 

After a while sneaking around also became second nature. Derek had been 
getting so used to stolen alone time with Stiles over the past month he 
almost fell from the tree they were sitting in when Stiles asked him if he 
wanted to go to Boyd’s party tomorrow night. 



“I know you don’t like them much,” he said, not looking at Derek and 
instead picking at the tree bark, both of them watching intently as it flaked 
off before falling out of sight. “But Boyd’s my friend and he’s rented this 
loft out and hired people to do body painting. Do you know how insanely 
hot you’d look with body paint?” Derek snorted. 

“You would really want me taking my shirt off?” he asked knowingly, 
pushing a finger to Stiles’ lips before he went and something totally and 
utterly Stiles like whilst pretending to swoon. Stiles liked teasing Derek 
about his “perfect abs”, fanning himself like a Victorian lady in a corset. 
“Let me put this another way,” Derek tried to swallow the lump forming in 
his throat. “Would you encourage me, in front of people, to take my shirt 
off?” Stiles opened his mouth, trying for what Derek thought was the shape 
of a “yea-” on his lips before it died away. Watching Stiles struggle like 
that, unable to even pretend until the moment came.. .Derek thought an 
obvious he might have been less painful. 

“I’m sorry you’re alone,” he whispered, after several moments had gone by. 

“Stiles, that’s not what I meant.” Except, it was a little, wasn’t it? “If we 
went to this party together...” What, they’d be together ? Stiles would be 
dropped from the top of the social platform like a particularly heavy hat? 
Derek didn’t want Stiles to have to deal with all the shit he had to, what he 
would have to, but Stiles wouldn’t be alone after the fall like he had been. 
He’d have Scott. He’d have him and Stiles’ friends weren’t who Derek’s 
were. He was almost certain they’d accept Stiles, but he didn’t want to 
promise Stiles that, knowing better than to trust even the people you think 
closest to you. Yet, if Derek had had Stiles after Kate, well, maybe it 
wouldn’t have been better precisely but it would have been at least 
tolerable. Hell, Derek thought maybe even happy. 

“Are you coming to it or not?” Stiles suddenly snapped, jumping down 
from the tree. “I’m sorry this is hard for me Derek but I just can’t be where 
you want me to be right now. I’m trying. I don’t care about my fucking 
popularity, Derek. I know it’s crossed your mind. I care about losing my 
friends, losing my dad, and he’s all I’ve really got, Derek. He’s the only 



unconditional love I’ve got.” Derek could see Stiles was thinking about his 
mum as he said it. 


“Would she have loved you, just the same?” Derek asked. Even though it 
made him sad, talking about his mum usually calmed Stiles down. She was 
safe ground and Derek couldn’t help even finding that a little strange, that 
the parent he had lost was easier to talk about than the one he still had. 

“Honestly?” Tears were threatening to fall from his eyes now, the stinging 
hot kind that Derek saw was forced to wipe away, unable to see. “I don’t 
even know.” He buried his face in his hands then and Derek jumped down 
beside him, folding Stiles into his arms until he was holding him tightly and 
god, wasn’t life just a fucked up place to live? 



Chapter 10 


Chapter Notes 


I do not claim to know how to treat epilepsy and so, if I have offended 
anyone in my treatment of it please let me know :) 

Furthermore, I have a weakness for Scott BROTPs in fanfics. So much 
so I start thinking that's how he really is until I watch the show again 
and my vision is SHATTERED. Nevertheless, it makes me happy, 
happy, happy! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The party was on the opposite side of town and Derek and Stiles went 
separately. Once inside, Stiles caught Derek by the corner of his eye, 
motioning slightly and yet nothing more and it hurt like fuck. Why had 
Stiles even bothered asking him to come? Derek knew Stiles would be 
feeling guilty about ignoring him, wrapped up in issues Derek could only 
just recognise, but the sight of Stiles here with his friends, being called to 
by nearly every other person in the room, just served to remind Derek of 
how unhealthy this relationship really was for him. If anything it was 
making him feel more insecure than normal, terrified to look at Stiles the 
wrong way or for too long. 

Scott seemed to notice this, the dude was like an emotional sniffer dog, and 
approached Derek when Stiles still didn’t, caught up in a conversation with 
Alison, a girl Derek recognised from his close group of friends. She had a 
sweet smile and long dark curls that reminded Derek of a doll Laura had 
used to carry about with her when she was sick. Derek was certain Alison 
could get just about anyone to do just about anything with that smile. Most 
of all Isaac, who seemed to be gazing just a little too wistfully at her as she 



continued to talk to Stiles, shoving at him playfully when he said something 
she liked. How was it fair she got to do that and not him? 

“Hey man,” Scott said, putting his hand out for Derek to shake. Derek took 
it gingerly but shook firmly, relaxing slightly at Scott’s open smile. “I just 
want you to know, Stiles is a good guy and while I know you know I will 
hurt you if you break his heart,” he coughed. “I just want to let you know 
I’ve told him I’ll do the same to him if he hurts you and I’m pretty sure you 
know what I mean by that.” Derek stared at Scott, mentally gaping at him 
like a fish before breaking out into a small smile. God that was.. .isn’t that 
what friends did? Looked out for each other? Derek hadn’t even had that 
when he had had friends. Scott, perhaps sensing what Derek was thinking, 
handing him his plastic cup of beer. 

“I guess that makes us bros now, huh?” He smiled, clapping Derek on the 
back before being whisked away by Lydia, who passed by Derek without 
stopping, latching on to Scott’s arm. 

Derek watched them as they slipped away to a more vacant part of the room 
and started making out. He guessed Scott’s shopping trip with Lydia had 
helped land him his nearly lifelong dream then. Even though Lydia had 
taken them away from prying eyes to do it, at least she wasn’t trying to hide 
the fact she was with him. In fact, anyone who looked over would be able to 
see them and Derek was struck with the sort of envy that seemed to settle in 
every limb of his body. 

Forcing himself to look away- because he wasn’t going to add pervert to the 
list of “characteristics” people associated him with- he found his attention 
drawn to a blonde girl sitting shyly in the corner. It only took Derek a few 
moments to realise it was Erica Reyes. Derek didn’t realise Boyd knew her 
well enough to invite her but then again, on looking around, it seemed like 
it was less of an “invite only” party and more of a “welcome to all”. It 
couldn’t be helped the latter group included just about every single person 
Derek longed to avoid, at least in this lifetime. 


He didn’t know what possessed him to approach her. Maybe it was the fact 
she was all alone. Or maybe because on some level Derek empathised with 



her, both understanding what it was like to be ridiculed for something you 
couldn’t help. 


“Erica,” he said, giving her his best “how-do-you-do” smile. 

“Derek,” she replied, a small smile of her own gracing her lips. She was 
pretty when she smiled and Derek decided to make it his mission to keep 
making her smile until the party ended or she decided to call it a night. 

“Are you having fun?” he asked, nodding to the drink in her hand. It was 
barely touched and Derek thought it was more of a security barrier than 
anything else. He thought back to the night Stiles had come to see him and 
how he had needed to hold that glass of water in order to feel some kind of 
protection. It was crazy how just having something to do with your hands 
made you feel safer, he thought. 

“Not really,” she said. “I don’t truly know why I came.” Derek watched as 
Erica stole a fleeting glance at where he knew Boyd was hovering around 
the DJ booth, probably with Stiles and the rest of them. Derek had never 
felt more like an outsider. 

“Neither do I,” he said truthfully. It wasn’t like he had actually expected 
Stiles be his date at the last minute. He hadn’t even hoped for that secretly, 
it was so ridiculous. 

“Then why did you come?” she asked, tilting her head. Derek forced a 
smile, despite knowing he would fail to convey any warmth in it. “Have 
you lost your heart to someone?” she went on, perfectly serious, when he 
didn’t answer. 

Derek’s eyes snapped to hers. He knew Erica wasn’t teasing him. In fact, 
Erica was one of the few people who still smiled at Derek every now and 
again. No, what had him worried was that he had been that obvious. It hit 
him hard how Stiles’ insecurities had become more important than his own 
somehow. People said that was what love was but, truthfully, Derek thought 
that just a little fucked up. Maybe he was being selfish but all it indicated to 
him was that he cared about Stiles more than Stiles cared about him. There 



was nothing level about their relationship. Not even, what should have 
been, the most natural parts. What was worse was that he couldn’t bring 
himself to believe anything different. 

“Don’t worry,” she stated hastily, perhaps reading something on his face. 

“It was only a guess.” 

“Sorry,” he winced, stepping closer to her just to be further away from him. 
“I was just thinking that I really shouldn’t have come tonight.” 

“Hey,” Erica said, reaching out to take his hand. It was comforting, that one 
small gesture. “My heart is beating after something way out of my league 
anyway. What do you say to going and grabbing a bite to eat? There’s this 
diner called ‘The Five by Five’ that I love. It’s open until three.” Derek 
laughed. 

“That’s where I work,” he said. “I’ve never seen you there though.” 

“I come in at odd hours,” she admitted, almost gleefully and Derek had a 
good feeling all of a sudden. It wasn’t like the closeness he had with Stiles 
when everything always ended in sex. Not that he didn’t like the sex and it 
wasn’t that his relationship with Stiles was only sex either. But Derek 
couldn’t take Stiles for breakfast at midnight. He didn’t have a friend in 
him, not really. Only a lover. There was a chance he might never have that 
with Stiles but god, did he want to try. He would give his right arm if that 
was all it took. 

“Fet’s go now?” he half asked, turning to see if he could spot Stiles. Derek 
didn’t want to go over and let him know he was leaving, but what he did 
want was to watch Stiles as he shot him a text, just to see what his reaction 
would be, but as he went to get his phone out, Erica suddenly dropped to 
the floor, convulsing. 

At first, no-one noticed and then all at once the music died down, thank 
god, as Derek tried to think of what to do. He had only ever seen this 
happen in films, never having seen Erica go into full shock before and he 
had always refused to watch the videos. Not that they would have been in 



any use in helping her. 


Her tongue, he thought finally; he had to stop her from swallowing her 
tongue. A spoon, perhaps. Except, no, that is exactly what he shouldn’t do. 
Derek could feel the eyes of the whole room on them as he yelled for 
someone to help or something, not taking his eyes from Erica as she 
continued to writhe on the floor, her drink splashed down the front of her 
dress. Tears were streaming down her face and Derek heard a few laughs 
coming from behind him. Anger threatened to cloud his already dubious 
judgement but it was quickly supressed as Derek suddenly saw Stiles at his 
peripheral vision, thrusting a pillow into his hand and hovering beside him 
uncertainty. 

“What do I do?” he asked, hands flailing. 

“Nothing,” Derek told him, his brain thankfully taking charge of the 
situation, grabbing the pillow and listing her head as gently as he could to 
place it under her, apologising if he was hurting her. 

Stiles remained next to him, nonetheless. 

“Should we call an ambulance?” he called to someone over his shoulder but 
Derek, shook his head. 

“No,” he answered before someone else could. “Not unless it lasts more 
than five minutes, I think.” 

All he could do was turn Erica on to her side, manoeuvring her in a way his 
common sense began screaming was protocol but also better from prying 
eyes. This way Derek could cover her more, especially as he noticed the 
wet patch that was starting to leak from beneath her. That was all it took for 
Stiles to take a step back, perhaps wanting to give her privacy. 

Panic and relief clawed at him, battling with each other, as Erica’s body 
started slowing, until finally, it came to full stop. 

He tried to soothe her as best as he could as he watched her come down 



from it, whispering out meaningless sounds rather than telling her it was 
“okay” because if there was one thing Derek thought Erica wouldn’t want, 
it would be being told how to feel; being told it was fine now when it so 
obviously wasn’t for her. 

“Thank you,” she finally said, hastily turning to hide her face as another 
bout of laughter erupted from behind them and that was it. 

Spinning on his heels, Derek turned to see Jackson holding up his phone, 
apparently having recorded the whole thing and walking over to him, ripped 
it from Jackson’s hands without warning before ramming him up against 
the nearest wall. 

“Do you think this is funny?” he hissed, enjoying the way Jackson was 
immediately beginning to squirm as Derek’s grip tightened around his neck. 
It never did take much to make Jackson cry. The guy couldn’t even watch 
horror movies without being reduced to a quivering mess. Everyone in the 
room was silent now, watching them and for once, Derek was glad. “You 
are a pathetic excuse for a human being,” he seethed, feeling all that pain 
begnning to let go. 

“At least I’m not a fucking failure at one,” Jackson retorted but Derek 
brushed it off, too incensed to care at this point. 

“Being gay doesn’t mean an automatic F on a fucking report card,” he spat 
back. “Your opinion isn’t worth a fucking damn. I can’t believe I am just 
realising that!” Derek barked a laugh, shaking his head and making certain 
to stare at Jackson straight in the eyes. The sense of pleasure that coursed 
through him as his former friend had nothing left to say was almost a 
reward in itself but Derek wasn’t done yet. He needed to get this out, not 
just for himself but for Erica and every other person the Jacksons of the 
world thought it was okay to torment. 

“You may enjoy making my life an obstacle course. You may enjoy 
laughing at people with severe medical conditions.” He let that one sink in. 
“But what you may not do, at least in my presence Jackson, is fucking 
record it!” Derek stepped back, dropping Jackson to the ground with a 



satisfying thump. At his feet, lay Jackson’s phone, a symbol of everything, 
and Derek stepped on it- hard, kicking the broken pieces so they scattered 
across the room. 

“Next time,” Derek said, stepping closer again. “That will be your head.” 

Turning back around, he saw Erica now standing and hovering shyly behind 
him as a voice broke through the room, calling her name. It belonged to a 
guy, perhaps only a couple of years older than anyone here, who was 
standing at the loft’s entrance, apparently debating whether or not to come 
in. He was wearing a white top that was stained with, what looked like, 
alcohol and his hair, despite being gelled, was sticking up like someone had 
been roughly carding their fingers through it. All in all, this guy looked as 
though he had had a good night. That was, until he had come here if the 
dark expression on his face was anything to go by. 

“Danny!” Erica exclaimed, running towards him. He caught her in an 
affectionate embrace before scanning the crowd- his eyes washing over 
Jackson, who at least had the decency to look a little sheepish- before 
landing on Derek. 

“You coming?” Danny asked him. Derek looked to Erica as though his 
answer lay with her but she only stared at him, waiting, until he was 
suddenly moving towards them and taking a gentle hold of her arm, rubbing 
it soothingly as Danny led them out of the building. 

Derek heard the music starting up again as soon as they reached Danny’s 
car and felt his phone buzz in his pocket. It was Stiles’ name that flashed 
across the screen but Derek was in no mood to talk to him right now. It had 
been a mistake to ever let himself get into anything with him in the first 
place. He couldn’t help Stiles. He saw that now. 



Chapter 11 


Chapter Notes 


For sterek89 who wanted a jealous Stiles and an awesome Danny to do 
it;) 


Derek never spent time at the diner outside of working hours but being able 
to make some coffee for them all, free of charge, was a perk he thought he 
could definitely learn to appreciate more. That he had people to get free 
coffee for sparked a change in him, a sense of self that he wasn’t fighting to 
be. The closest other person he had this with was Laura but family 
relationships were always natural by default; you couldn’t really hide who 
you are with family and Derek didn’t know how to be anything other than 
himself around Laura. 

Except, this was a different side all together. Another side that brought out 
parts of his personality he thought long lost and it was easy to recover 
because it was Erica, who was already talking about free cheesecake, 
teasing Derek as he brought her a scone. The scones were all that were ever 
left after the usual 6pm rush. 

Using her fingers, she broke the scone into pieces and pushed the plate into 
the middle of the table. Danny chuckled. 

“I think Derek got you that to make you feel better,” he pointed out. 

“Well, I think we all deserve to feel a little better,” she said, resting her 
head briefly on Danny’s shoulder. “My brother got stood up,” she told 
Derek, fake pouting. Danny rolled his eyes. 



“I did not get stood up. Ethan just has a hard time remembering to keep 
dates.” Despite his words, Danny’s eyes hardened a little and Erica reached 
out to pat his hand. Derek’s own eyes were riveted to Danny. He was gay 
too? It was nice, hearing a relationship between two guys talked about like 
any other relationship, like any other romantic conundrum. It made Derek 
feel even more at ease with them, normal. 

“Thanks for the fresh clothes,” she whispered, changing the subject and 
taking a piece of scone, shoving it into her mouth happily. Derek didn’t 
understand how she could appear so cheerful when he know she didn’t feel 
it on the inside. 

“I wish-” Derek started, clearing his throat. “I wish I had been able to do 
that for you sooner.” 

“The fact that you did it at all means the world to me,” she breathed, 
shaking her head incredulously. “The only thing that would have made it 
better is if Jackson had peed his pants. He looked pretty close,” she winked 
and wow, Derek genuinely admired this girl. He knew for a fact he 
wouldn’t have been able to make any kind of joke if it had been him and 
here was Erica, joking about the very thing that probably caused her the 
most embarrassment when she thought about anyone looking at the videos 
posted of her. 

“Oh, Danny!” she exclaimed, making them both jump. “Did you know 
Derek is gay?” She nudged her brother playfully and Derek was pretty sure 
he blushed just about every shade of red in the colour chart as he realised 
the implication Erica was making. 

“I may have overheard that little fact,” he said, shooting Derek with an 
invisible shot gun that instantly killed any sexual chemistry Erica had 
maybe been hoping to fuel. Not that Derek could think of anyone other than 
Stiles in that way. Taking his share of the scone, Danny kissed his sister on 
the cheek for no other reason than because. It reminded him of when Laura 
used to cuff him playfully on the back of the head just because. 

“I’m in awe of you, you know,” Danny said after a beat. “I could never 



have stood up to a bully when I was still in school. I’ve not long left but I 
imagine no-one has started up an LGBTQ society yet.” 

“No,” Derek replied, with a dark chuckle. “I’m actually pretty sure half the 
school belong to some unspoken anti-gay community. I feel like I’m living 
in an extremity most of the time. It-” he choked on his words, giving Danny 
a watery smile. There was no point in attempting bravado. “It’s hard to 
take. I lost everyone.” 

“More than hard,” Danny said, reaching across the table and giving his 
shoulder a squeeze. “I was out in high-school. It was hell but I had good 
friends. I can’t imagine what it’s like to be alone.” There was no pity in his 
voice, just acknowledgement, showing Derek he understood. “What killed 
me,” he went on, seeing he had Derek’s attention, “was Matt.” Erica made 
an abrupt noise of displeasure beside him. 

“Matt was Danny’s boyfriend,” Erica explained, “but so far in the closet he 
probably spent his evenings in Narnia.” Danny rolled his eyes but Derek 
saw he liked the joke. 

“I spent two years with him. I wasn’t allowed to meet his family or talk to 
him in front of his friends. We couldn’t go out in public and the only 
mornings I ever woke up to him were the ones where we had spent night in 
a motel.” It was almost like he was reciting a very depressing poem and it 
hit Derek square in the gut. “It got so bad I started hating myself, hating 
him. It was only when I lashed out at one of my best friend’s for bromance 
kissing me, as we used to call it, that I knew it had to stop.” Danny’s eyes 
glazed over slightly, a memory playing there. “I’d known Parrish since 
kindergarten. He helped me come out.. .and the look on his face, like he had 
lost me.” He shook himself. “I ended it with Matt the next day.” 

“It had been pretty scary,” Erica agreed, nodding but not adding anything 
further. 

“I think that’s where I’m headed,” Derek admitted, more easily than he 
thought he would be able to. He felt safe with Danny. Maybe it was the big 
brother vibes he possessed that reminded him of Laura. Except, more than 



Laura, because he not only understood, he empathised. Derek had tried 
chatrooms before, online groups where people had talked about it, but he 
had never met anyone who had been able to say, “It will actually be okay”. 

“There’s this guy. It’s pretty much the exact same story. I don’t know what 
to do. I’m in love with him.” Danny nodded, coming round to sit beside 
him, leaving Erica to sprawl the upper half of her body across the table to 
where Danny’s arms had been resting. 

“I was in love with him too,” he whispered, not forcing Derek to catch his 
eye but Derek looked back anyway, waiting. “I’m not denying this guy 
loves you. That’s never the problem with these things.” 

“I was afraid of that,” Derek responded, sighing. “It’s like I’m constantly 
being thrown high, just to come crashing back down again but I just can’t 
give it up. I don’t know what would be worse, losing him or losing what I 
have left of myself.” Danny smiled. 

“It took me two years to get that wise. How long have you known this 
guy?” 

“Officially? A little over a month.” Danny sucked in his breath at that, 
exaggerating it so he sounded like a human vacuum. 

“What’s the creeper version?” Erica teased. Derek blushed. 

“A year.. .and a month,” he added when Erica raised a sceptical eyebrow at 
him. 

“So who’s the-” she was about to ask when the bell signifying someone had 
come in rang through the now empty diner. Luckily Derek had his keys to 
lock up. Erica’s whole face lit up before immediately schooling itself. 

Derek and Danny both turned to see Boyd and Stiles walking through the 
door. Boyd made a straight beeline for their table, rushing in a way that 
contradicted his usually cool and collected character. Stiles followed him, 
although somewhat more tentatively, until they were both standing in front 



of them. 


“I take it that’s him?” Danny asked, low enough that only Derek heard. His 
shoulders were tense and he had no idea what to do with his hands but he 
managed a slight nod. He didn’t want to do this right now. He wanted just 
to sit and continue talking with Erica and Danny and just let a little quiet 
into his head for one night. Was that too much to ask? He wanted to fucking 
breathe. 

“Erica,” Boyd breathed. “Erica.” That one word seemed to covey an entire 
conversation, something Derek thought only Boyd could do. “As soon as 
you left,” he paused. “No, that’s not what matters. Erica, no-one is going to 
do that to you again. Ever. Eve never seen that happen to you before and 
please believe me when I say I have never watched a single video of you 
either, but.. .doing something. I should have done something, way before 
tonight. It was my party, but watching you.. .1 just froze. I-” he reached out 
and took her hand. “Not that I’m presuming you would like to, I didn’t even 
realise I wanted to but...” he trailed off, smiling like he was sharing a 
secret. “When I looked across at you tonight and I saw you smile, I think 
my heart stopped. I’d never seen you smile before.” It was the most Derek 
thought Boyd had ever said and would ever say again. Erica’s eyes were 
watering slightly- (“My heart is beating after something way out of my 
league anyway”- before she placed her free hand on top of Boyd’s. 

“I like movies,” she said, standing up. “Horror movies.” Boyd’s smile got 
scarily wide and Erica timidly touched it, basking in something she 
probably thought she’d never see directed at her. 

“Can I walk you home?” he asked, suddenly side-eying Danny who smiled 
and stuck out his hand for Boyd to shake. 

“My sister’s told me a lot about you,” he said and Erica groaned, head 
already burying itself in Boyd’s shoulder like it felt at home there. Boyd 
petted it, stroking her hair, and Derek’s insides couldn’t feel any tighter at 
the sight. He was still aware of Stiles beside him and as though sensing his 
pain, Danny smirked and slid an arm around Derek’s waist. It was obvious 
Stiles had clocked it and Derek was desperate for this to be his moment 



now, for Stiles to pull him from Danny’s reach and kiss him and tell him 
that making him happy was the most important thing in the world to him. 

Instead, Stiles’ fists clenched, quivering a little but making no significant 
move towards either of them. Derek relished only slightly in knowing he 
was jealous but part of him wanted to feed it, to lean into Danny and make 
Stiles feel just a fraction of how shit he felt because of him. But that 
wouldn’t solve anything; he wasn’t looking to play a game of hard to get. 

He was looking for a way to end the game, even if that was through 
crashing and burning. Stiles wouldn’t accept it, he knew. He would try to 
convince him he just needed time but Derek wasn’t so sure he did. Stiles 
was just a beautiful, complicated empty promise. 

He didn’t even notice as Erica and Boyd left, leaving Stiles behind with him 
and Danny. 

“Derek,” he said eventually. His voice was hoarse, hesitant. “I need to talk 
to you.” Breathe, Derek reminded himself. Breathe. 

“Do you need me to stay?” Danny whispered into his ear, again denying 
Stiles the chance of hearing and in that moment he hoped he would always 
have Danny around, knew that he would always be around. The kind of 
friend who was suddenly just there. It would be okay. He was going to be 
okay. 

“No,” Derek said, slipping out from the booth and giving him a hug. 
“Thank-you.” Danny smiled warmly at him. 

“No problem.” He turned to look at Stiles, assessing him. “You deserve to 
be happy and, just, thank you for what you did for Erica,” he said, looking 
back to Derek and kissing him on the cheek. He departed with a wink and 
Derek couldn’t help but smile, even though he felt like he was about to be 
sick. 

Stiles, of course, waited until Danny was well out of sight before speaking. 
“So, you’re with him now?” he practically spat. Derek went from feeling 



sick to furious in 0.5 seconds. Stiles did not get to play the victim here. 


“At least he isn’t afraid to be seen with me,” he spat back. “Stiles, I’m tired. 
I know you’re scared but guess what? So is everyone! Everyone is 
struggling with something and if you can’t take that leap, if you think 
forcing me back into the closet with you is healthy , then I feel sorry for you. 
I didn’t lose my family over it but I could have, Stiles. I had no idea what 
my parents’ reaction was going to be. All I knew was that I would have 
Laura no matter what and that was enough for me to start being honest with 
myself, even if I was forced into it. If Scott isn’t enough for you, if I’m not 
enough for you, then by all means, take a fucking lock in that closet with 
you and have fun playing happy families because I’m done .” He was 
screaming by the end, storming from the diner and switching off the lights, 
trying to regulate his breathing as Stiles dumbly followed him out, before 
locking the doors. 

Derek realised only too late he didn’t have his car. It was still parked at the 
loft. 

“I can drive you back,” Stiles said, nodding to his jeep. He had probably 
told Boyd he wanted to take him to see Erica, like the good friend he is, 
rather than offering any other reason for coming with him. 

Opening the passenger door, Derek climbed inside. He didn’t know if there 
was much more to be said, he didn’t know if he wanted there to be, but it 
didn’t feel over yet. The fallout would happen, it was a ticking, sexual time 
bomb. 

“Scott told me he’d kill me if I hurt you,” Stiles said quietly as he started 
the car. 

“Yeah,” Derek replied. “He told me.” Derek refused to look at Stiles’ 
stupid, perfect face but he knew there was no humour, no sarcastic defence 
itching to argue Derek on this. It was an alien form of Stiles, an all serious 
one, but it grounded Derek, helping him focus. They were silent for several 
minutes before Stiles spoke again. 



“You should have talked to me.” 


“Talked to you?” Derek’s eyes widened as Stiles took a final left turn and 
parked his car beside Derek’s. “Stiles, all I have tried to do these past few 
weeks is talk to you. Do not give me that crap.” Again, Derek was met with 
silence and, to be honest, he wasn’t even fucking surprised. Stiles had no 
new arguments, nothing Derek hadn’t already heard before. 

“I don’t want to lose you,” he said almost inaudibly, reaching out to take 
Derek’s hand but Derek batted him away. He couldn’t do this. 

“I don’t want to be your secret,” he countered. 

“A secret or my secret?” Stiles asked. 

“That doesn’t even make sense,” Derek seethed. “What the fuck is the 
difference?” 

“One says you don’t want to hide who you are, at any cost, even if only for 
a little while. The other says you just don’t want to hide it for me.” 

“What?” Derek was beyond furious now, especially because he knew Stiles 
was only trying to manipulate him. It was his secret weapon- language- and 
Derek knewhe wasn’t using it to wound him, only to cling on to him, but it 
still didn’t make it right. 

Derek was out of the car and walking back into the loft in seconds. He 
didn’t even wait to her if Stiles was following him, instead heading straight 
up to the floor where the party had been. 

It was completely empty now, devoid of all evidence anything had even 
gone on. 

“Is anyone coming back?” Derek asked tersely as Stiles walked into the 
room after him. 

“Boyd had it rented out for 24 hours but no. He placed the keys in my 
pocket as he left with Erica. I said I’d check on everything before locking it 



up.” Stiles eyes were wild, frantically looking between Derek and the wall 
behind him, so many times Derek was dizzy with it. 

“Good,” Derek said, closing the space between them in three long strides 
and pulling Stiles into a kiss. He didn’t know what had come over him, 
what kind of sick game he thought he was playing. All he knew was that he 
wanted to make Stiles feel as small and helpless as he made Derek, fisting 
at Stiles’ t-shirt until Stiles was flush against him before pulling them down 
to lie on the floor. 

Derek switched their positions immediately, making quick work of Stiles’ 
clothes until he was completely naked. He was only slightly hard, obviously 
confused, but Derek didn’t care, he was willing, and leaning down, Derek 
pressed slow, tentative kisses to Stiles’ chest, taking his time as he moved 
down, past his cock and along his thighs and legs. By the time he came 
back up to kiss Stiles’ shoulders and neck, and those beautiful cheeks, Stiles 
was shaking. 

Usually when they had sex, Stiles liked to take the lead, doing things hard 
and fast, giving Derek no room to think, but tonight Derek wasn’t going to 
let him. He was going to take Stiles apart, bit by bit, just like he always did 
to Derek without much thought or care. Sex was also a powerful weapon, 
whether you realised you were using it or not. 

Stiles was fully hard now and Derek could feel his own erection starting to 
press against his jeans but he was too focused on Stiles to care. He would 
never be able to do it with words, wasn’t able to use dirty talk like Stiles did 
with him, but he could take it slowly, showering Stiles with the love he felt 
and torturing him with it. He was going to fucking make-love to Stiles 
Stilinski and he was going to make his point doing it. 

Stiles whimpered when Derek wrapped a hand around him, tugging slowly 
and pressing small, open mouth kisses to his knee, pushing it back with his 
free hand until Stiles was rocking against him, his eyes blown wide and 
hands scrambling for purchase on the hard floor below him. 


“You’re so beautiful like this,” Derek told him truthfully, watching in 



surprise when Stiles blushed at the comment as he removed his hand from 
his cock and began tracing his hole with pre-come soaked fingers. Stiles 
gasped. They had never done this before and the thought made something 
inside both of them shudder. 

“Do you want to?” Derek asked, pushing his finger a little deeper in, past 
the rim and Stiles let out a strangled yes. 

“The back pocket of my jeans,” he breathed, arching into Derek’s touch as 
he kissed along the inside of his thigh. Leaning over, he grabbed Stiles’ 
discarded jeans and found a packet of lube where Stiles had asked him to 
look. It was just like Stiles, to be pragmatic like that, but it still made 
something inside Derek twist, like Stiles had been anticipating them doing 
this, on getting this far. 

The fucked up part of Derek’s brain told him it was progress, of sorts, that 
Stiles had been wanting to move forward, but his heart, or whatever 
emotional reason Derek was focusing on listening to right now, told him 
progress in sex wasn’t progress at all. Not unless the progress was to tell 
people they were having it. 

“Derek,” he whimpered again, reaching out to touch him. 

“Shhh,” he said, pressing a chaste kiss to his lips, dipping his tongue briefly 
inside and licking. “I’ve got you.” Stiles nodded, opening his legs up further 
for him and Derek’s cock throbbed at the sight. Kneeling back, he quickly 
peeled off his top before removing the rest of his clothing, settling back 
down on top of Stiles, skin to skin. 

The sensation was familiar and electrifying all at once and Derek tried not 
to lose himself to it as he gradually started grinding against Stiles, creating 
the sweetest kind of friction neither of them seemed to be able to handle. He 
was breath taking, Derek thought as he looked down at him; eyes shut tight 
and lips parted in a perfect “o”. 


Gently raising himself up, he peppered Stiles with kisses across his torso 
and down that faint dusting of hair that led to his cock. Derek could have 



spent hours just doing that, wanting just to worship him. Instead, he kneeled 
in between Stiles’ legs, pulling them even further apart and pushing at his 
knees until his hole was gloriously exposed. Taking the lube, Derek slicked 
up three fingers and pushed one slowly inside, heart hammering as Stiles’ 
breath hitched at the intrusion before shakily exhaling. 

“You’re doing so well,” Derek praised and Stiles’ eyes fluttered open, his 
body again flushing when Derek complimented him. It was a kink Derek 
hadn’t known Stiles had and Derek wanted to play with it. He wanted to 
make Stiles feel good and for a moment he forgot why he was doing this 
and let himself get lost in the way Stiles was opening up for him, moaning 
as Derek pushed in a second finger and clenching around him like he was 
afraid of being empty, like Derek was a part of him. Derek blinked back 
tears because, Stiles, like this, it was like they were actually making love. 
The kind with complete trust, with commitment. 

“Derek, please,” Stiles begged, trying to push himself further on to his 
fingers, but Derek didn’t want to give him relief, not yet, wanting to hear 
Stiles’ voice just like that, over and over, drunk on ecstasy, because he 
knew he never would again. The way Stiles sounded, like he was on the 
edge of something, of Derek, it was difficult to breathe as he finally pushed 
a third finger inside. 

Stiles keened then, hands flying out to touch any little part of Derek he 
could and Derek leaned into it until his face was hovering just above Stiles’. 
He nuzzled along his jaw line, continuing the slow pace with his fingers and 
breathed in his scent. Stiles had a strong scent, like coffee and maple syrup 
mixed with sweat that Derek just wanted to lick off and did, moaning when 
Stiles’ hips bucked up into him when he bit down gently on his neck. 

“Such a good boy,” Derek whispered and Stiles bit his lip, cock twitching. 
“You like that?” Derek asked and Stiles nodded shyly, trying to turn his 
face away but Derek took a hold of his chin, kissing it before making his 
way down Stiles’ body until he got his mouth around Stiles’ leaking cock. 
“My perfect boy,” he murmured, taking him all the way in and letting his 
tongue roll over it in ways Stiles had never let him do before. 



“I can’t-” Stiles cried. “Derek, I’ll come, please, Derek, I want to come.” 


“Not until I’m inside of you,” Derek said, pulling off and using the excess 
lube to stroke up and down his own cock, sighing at the small relief, body 
shaking in anticipation. He had imagined doing this to Stiles so many times 
but never like this. It was both everything and nothing he wanted. 

“Yes, yes, please, anything,” Stiles sobbed as Derek lined himself up, 
pulling Stiles closer to him as he gently pushed the head in, making them 
both bite back a moan. 

He pressed in painfully slowly, for his sake as much as Stiles’, stopping 
when he bottomed out to let Stiles get used to the stretch. 

When Stiles nodded, telling him he was okay, Derek pulled out only a little, 
pushing back in lazily, wanting to find a gentle rhythm, wanting to pour 
every little bit of love he had left for Stiles into making him feel good, 
ignoring how he hated himself for it, how this was not only going to hurt 
him but Stiles too. But he couldn’t stop, needing this and suddenly it 
became less about making a point and all about pretending, pretending this 
was something more than a shameful secret to Stiles, that Stiles didn’t just 
want him but needed him. 

Derek needed Stiles. It was going to be his final downfall when he walked 
away from him, from them, and pulling out further this time, tried to shake 
the thoughts off, pushing back in with a little more force, hitting Stiles’ 
prostate and making him call out Derek’s name. 

“Derek”, he continued to whisper as he hit that same, sweet spot over and 
over again in the same drawn out pace, leaning down to coax Stiles’ mouth 
open and kiss him hard, lovingly, wishing he could have him, have all of 
him. He was getting close now and Derek pulled out before it was too late, 
not wanting to come. He wasn’t going to use Stiles like that. 

Stiles’ whole body was trembling now, a stream of nonsensical words 
tumbling from his lips as Derek took Stiles back in his hand and stroked up 
and down the shaft, marvelling at the way his cock still fit perfectly there, 



bringing him to the edge several times, shushing him with words of 
encouragement each time he did. 


“My good, good boy.” 

It was only when tears started streaming down Stiles’ face that Derek let 
him come, watching him in awe as he exploded into tiny little bits in a way 
Derek had never seen before until, finally, he went limp, shaking. And that 
was it. This is where it was going to hurt. 

“How do you feel?” Derek asked, sitting up, not ready to stop touching 
Stiles yet. 

“Like I’m still waiting to fall apart, even though I already have,” Stiles 
whispered, looking up at Derek, lost somewhere between post-orgasm lust 
and confusion. Derek didn’t feel any better for it. 

“Do you know that’s how I feel every time you so much as look at me? 

How I feel every time you force me to leave afterwards?” Stiles’ eyes 
widened. “Does it feel good?” 

“No,” Stiles whispered and Derek thought he finally saw some look of 
recognition in his eyes as he crawled off of him and put on his clothes. 

“I meant it when I said I can’t do this anymore, Stiles but, how you are 
feeling right now, knowing that I’m not going to stay? That I’m never going 
to stay? Think on how shitty it feels before you do that to someone else.” 

He knew he was being cruel and he was so close to just forgoing the whole 
thing, to hold Stiles in his arms, taking anything he would give him but it 
was that thought alone that checked him. That as long as this continued it 
would always be Derek holding Stiles, never the other way around. “I want 
you to be happy, I want you to have everything, but I don’t want to be 
something you’re ashamed of. I don’t want to feel ashamed anymore. 

That’s not what love is. Goodbye, Stiles.” 

“Derek, I-” but he was gone before Stiles could finish whatever excuse he 
was about to come up with. 



Chapter 12 


Chapter Notes 


Final chapter!!!!! I hope you think it pays off in the correct way :) 


There was only one week left before term started and somehow, during long 
days where they sat and ate rocky-road ice-cream- he had turned into a 
cliche- to make him feel better and cool nights when Danny brought them 
home pizza, Erica had convinced him to go back. 

“We’ll be a team,” she said, swinging her feet up onto his lap as they started 
up yet another episode of Firefly. Erica owned the whole season- why were 
all the god shows cancelled?- on DVD and Derek found himself heavily 
invested in the strange blending of Western and space comedy. Not to 
mention Nathan Fillion and his glorious self. Derek thought if he couldn’t 
have Stiles he’d just have to find a way to crawl through Erica’s television 
screen. 

“I don’t want to take you away from Boyd,” Derek admitted truthfully, 
even though the thought of Erica by his side was the only reason he had 
even considered returning. Not that anymore reasons had presented 
themselves since. 

“You won’t be. Yes, we’re dating but Em not going to leave you. We’ll sit 
at our own table for lunch and be sci-fi bosom buddies!” 

“Bosom buddies?” Derek asked, quirking an eyebrow and supressing a 
laugh. He hadn’t felt like so much as smiling in four days. Erica, he 
decided, was a walking, talking miracle. 




“Not the point,” she dismissed with a wave of her hand. “If Boyd wants to 
join us, he can, and on the days he wants me to join him, I will sit on your 
lap, feed you grapes like the Roman god you are and pointedly refuse to 
acknowledge he exists.” 

*** 

Derek didn’t know if he felt lucky or not that this is exactly what happened 
on Monday. Well, aside from Erica feeding him the grapes she actually 
went and bought because, no, just no. 

He had thought his eyes would have remained glued to her, watching her 
with too much interest to avoid any awkwardness, but as it turned out, he 
had a great guy in Boyd who talked to him even more than Erica did. Derek 
didn’t think he was forcing himself to on her behalf either, falling into easy, 
idle chat which made him feel almost privileged given Boyd’s preferred 
conversation type underlined “economical” in bold, black ink. 

In fact, like Scott who had made a point on sitting on his other side, Erica 
still firmly fixed in his lap, everyone was happy to talk to him and Derek 
started to realise that maybe if he had tried to engage in conversation with 
some of them before he wouldn’t have found himself so alone. Isaac made a 
point of saying he had missed him from his own party, which he swore was 
far superior to Boyd’s. He had had popcorn dammit! Everyone agreed 
except Scott who stole a glance at Lydia, both sharing a small smile before 
she rolled her eyes and flung herself on top of him, kissing him like Derek 
thought only a redhead knew how. 

Allison threw her apple at them but Scott caught it expertly, mock 
examining it before holding it up to Lydia’s glossy lips. Allison groaned at 
the wasteful loss of her fruit and like the scene from Lady and the Tramp 
Isaac pushed his fruit salad tentatively towards her, saying she could have 
the pineapple pieces, that he didn’t like him anyway. Derek knew he did, 
however, as he had just been eating them with a sort of reverence before 
that had made Derek want to laugh. 


The only person to miss witnessing this heart-warming scene was Stiles, 



who Scott said hadn’t been feeling well. Everyone bought this except Erica, 
who gave Derek a small, subtle pinch on the leg, letting him know she was 
there. 

“So,” Scott announced, turning Lydia slightly to look at everyone- that or 
just so he could perch his chin on her shoulder. “I was going to have you 
guys all over tonight. To celebrate being seniors or something. I can’t 
promise alcohol but I can promise pizza,” he finished, grinning brightly as 
they all nodded eagerly through mouthfuls of food. 

“Derek?” he asked, turning to him. 

“Yeah?” he frowned, wondering if he was going to say something about 
Stiles, if he was going to give him a heads up in case he didn’t want come. 

Instead, all he said was, “That includes you. Don’t think you’re getting out 
of this to work on that English paper you’ve already made a start on.” 

“What-” Derek began before Scott pointed down at Derek’s bag. 

“That copy of The Scarlett Letter is already dog-eared, which puts you 
much further ahead than me. There is no way I’m letting you do more work 
on it while I’ve still done nothing.” Derek rolled his eyes but heard loud and 
clear this was just Scott’s way of saying, “welcome to the group, man.” 

*** 

Scott’s house was small, with a fireplace in the lounge and no open 
windows but when Derek walked through the door with Erica and Boyd, it 
was freezing. Isaac was unsuccessfully trying to help Scott build a fire, 
comically so, muttering something about cursed wood, until Lydia finally 
had enough and pushed them both aside to do it herself. 

“Derek!” Allison exclaimed as he sat himself down beside her on the couch. 
She smiled that princess-esque smile of hers and buried herself into his 
chest, complaining she was “so, very, very cold”, earning her a look from 
Scott who was now just standing helplessly as Isaac handed Lydia bits of 



wood and some old newspaper to fan the flickering flames. 


“I usually use Boyd as my heated teddy bear but I don’t think that’s an 
option now,” she winked, looking over at Erica who was making herself at 
home beside Boyd on the arm chair opposite them. They were caught up 
discussing the different merits of pizza toppings and Derek had a feeling 
Erica was going to win with or without Boyd letting her. Mostly because 
he’d had the same argument with her on Saturday night and came out 
feeling like he had just been in a verbal cage fight. 

“You make for a better substitute, actually,” Allison said, attracting his 
attention as she turned back to snuggle in closer, using his chest like a 
pillow. It was comfortable, oddly so, and Derek found himself settling into 
it. This was what it was like to have friends. 

“Hey, guys?” Derek immediately tensed, making Allison jump slightly, at 
the sound of the familiar voice filling the room. 

Stiles walked in after it as if hesitantly following his own words, a nervous 
smile playing across his face. He looked at Derek only briefly before 
turning to Scott who rushed over to his best friend, nearly tripping over his 
feet, pulling him into a tight hug. Derek frowned, wondering what was 
going on. 

“Stiles has something he wants to say,” Scott said, manhandling Stiles, 
making him take centre stage. Everyone stopped to look at him. Even Lydia 
had given up on the task at hand. Clearly Stiles didn’t do this often. 

“Okay,” Stiles said. “Okay,” he whispered, again to himself like he was 
willing something. “I wanted to tell you all that I’m going to be living with 
Scott for a little while.” He coughed, staring at the floor. “Last week, I...” 
he took a deep, steadying breath and Derek suddenly knew what was 
coming. 

“I came out to my dad. He, uh, didn’t take it too well but I’m still hoping 
he’ll come around, you know, eventually.” Derek saw Stiles was doing his 
best to hold back the tears he had probably counted on staying away, unable 



to help feeling a stab of guilt at the sight. This was good for Stiles, he knew 
that, but he was also extremely aware Stiles wouldn’t have done this 
without what had happened. If it hadn’t been for Derek, Stiles would still 
have the acceptance of his father. Acceptance of someone he wasn’t but, 
even so. He wanted desperately to leap forward and hold Stiles close but he 
knew he couldn’t. Knew Stiles wouldn’t want that. Derek was the reason he 
was in the very mess he hadn’t wanted. Guilt and pride fought for control as 
he sat and listened to Stiles cautiously choosing his next words. 

“I treated someone, really, really badly by asking them to deny who they 
are. I didn’t know quite how bad until last week and telling my dad.. .telling 
you guys, it’s my way of saying sorry to the person.” He didn’t look at 
Derek, refused to, and instead turned to Scott to which Lydia immediately 
blurted out- “Wait, I’m your beard?!” 

“What?” Scott asked, eyes jumping as he caught her meaning. “No, Lydia, 
no. I’m straight. Very, very straight. The straightest,” he added when her 
expression continued to descend into an extremely frightening place that 
was sure to get a free pass into hell as soon as it faded from Lydia’s face. 

“Not that you’re not attractive man...” Scott winked, pulling Stiles into a 
side hug. 

“Then who...?” Isaac and Allison stated to ask simultaneously but Stiles 
shook his head, cutting them off. 

“Who doesn’t matter,” he said. “Just...” he sighed, throat clicking as he 
twisted his fingers around the sleeve of his hoodie. “Just, please don’t look 
at me differently. Please...” 

“Oh, Stiles, no!” Lydia yelled, flying up from her position on the floor and 
flinging her arms around him, crushing him with a suffocating force of 
strength and then suddenly everyone was crowding him, patting him on the 
back. Isaac went as far as to kiss him on the forehead, ruffling his hair and 
calling him an idiot. 


Only Erica hung back with Derek under the pretence they were too new to 



go all gung-ho with the rest of him. No-one noticed but Scott, who gave 
Derek a brief smile. 

Stiles never looked at him at for the rest of the night. 

*** 

Derek had always hated presentations, even before the day he started 
feeling sick when everyone trained their eyes on him. They were just 
reaching the end of the last report on The Scarlett Letter in which only two 
people thought it was acceptable just to watch Easy A and roll with it, much 
to Derek’s displeasure. The Easy A one’s were much more interesting. 
Fourteen other talks about death and adultery had ruined the little spirit he 
had managed to conjure up from the English breakfast Laura had made 
them that morning. 

Mrs Hawthorne- it was of Derek’s mind all English teachers should have a 
name to match what they taught because the irony was priceless- finally 
retreated back to her seat, creaking underneath the weight. 

There were ten minutes left to the bell that signalled the end of the day but 
Derek hoped she would let them go early. He was going to a movie with 
Isaac and he really hated missing the trailers. They were the best part of the 
movie experience. 

“Well, I guess that’s it-” she began, only to be interrupted. 

“Mrs Hawthorne?” the voice sounded, coming in. Derek’s eyes swung 
around of their own accord to see Stiles standing there, holding a scrap of 
paper in his hand. 

“I assume that’s your presentation, Mr Stilinski?” Mrs Hawthorne asked, 
raising her eyebrows, albeit good humouredly. No teacher ever appeared 
angry Stiles, even when he was obviously not paying attention. It was 
probably his grades, or his smile Derek’s brain thought traitorously. The 
only person resistant to Stiles’ particular charms was Mr Harris from 
Chemistry. Stiles had sworn to Derek there was something fishy about him. 



“Yeah, I mean, uh, is it too late to...?” he asked, gesturing to the front of 
the class but keeping his hands still, clutching the paper tightly to his chest. 

“Go ahead,” she replied, much to the class’ disapproval. Stiles was often 
entertaining in his presentations, once having detailed the whole male 
circumcision for economics, but it wasn’t really enough to be happy about 
having to stay around. Not when there was other, non-classroom things to 
be doing. He was pretty sure Greenberg was glaring daggers at Stiles from 
the back row but Stiles wasn’t paying attention, focusing seriously on the 
piece of paper he was still holding. 

“I have to confess, I really only read the book yesterday and so I don’t 
really have any elaborate thoughts on it yet,” he started, taking a deep 
breath and suddenly looking straight at Derek, eyes never leaving him as he 
continued. 

“I was thinking about what it meant for her to wear the A, how it branded 
her at first but then became a sort of beautiful symbol. I really identified 
with that and so,”- he reached down to unzip the hoodie he was wearing- “I 
decided to make one for myself.” Derek watched as Stiles awkwardly 
showed off a bright red A sewn on to his t-shirt, still not taking his eyes 
from Derek and Derek suddenly couldn’t breathe. 

“This A stands for Asshole. It’s a brand that is usually associated with 
bullies or when you’re having a particularly off day and go off at someone 
for no reason but that’s not the point-” he cut himself off, shaking his head. 
“What people hardly ever connect it with, is people who are assholes by 
simply not doing anything to prove they aren't. I know that’s not very clear 
but I hope you understand what I mean.” He didn’t turn to Mrs Hawthorne 
and Derek realised what Stiles was doing. He was addressing him. In front 
of the whole class, who were now curiously leaning forward in their seats. 

“I am an Asshole and I will be one until I finish saying what I have to say 
here, today. Right now. I’m really hoping in the space of two minutes I will 
go from being branded in misery, because I am, miserable that is, to feeling 
like a mighty beacon of symbolism, like in the book. One of hope for the 
future but that all depends on someone. Derek Hale, to be precise.” The 



mention of his name sucked the last of Derek’s breath from him, his hands 
beginning to shake. 


“I began my journey in falling in love with Derek Hale,” he said, just as 
though telling a story, “just over a year ago. I never approached him 
because I was too afraid to face who I was, but what’s worse and what, I 
don’t think, I hope I won’t, ever forgive myself for, is not telling him how 
he was worth, well.. .everything. That I never stood up for him when I saw 
he needed it. All because I was scared. I convinced him to enter into a 
relationship with me, selfishly, because all I wanted was him but all it did 
was hurt him.” Fm sorry, he mouthed but Derek’s body refused to respond, 
not knowing how to respond. 

“He is the toughest guy I know,” Stiles went on. “Just for surviving and it 
kills me I was one of those things he had to survive.” Another breath. “I 
was falling in love with you, Derek, and now I’m just in love with you. I’m 
in love with your eyes and your smile, your kindness and your freakishly 
awesome good taste in movies. I love your abs more than I think is normal, 

I could build a shrine for them- true story- but most of all, I love you for 
being able to love yourself enough to let me go when I know it killed you, 
as I watched you leave after we...” He smiled, a small private smile that he 
only ever gave to Derek when they were alone. 

“I don’t expect anything but I hope this at least proves to you how sorry I 
am. That I love you and that I could never be ashamed of you. I want to 
parade you down the street and tell everyone how much I love you. That I 
want nothing more than to make you happy and to hold you when I can’t. I 
want to kiss you where everyone can see, run to you when I see you 
coming, like the ending of some cheesy romantic comedy.” He laughed. “I 
was totally going to try to recreate the ending of Never Been Kissed but 
since lacrosse has only just started up again and there are no games it would 
have meant the show would have just been for Coach Finstock and while I 
have no doubt he would have secretly loved it.. .there are more people here. 
So, uh, yeah. I love you and my wasted heart will continue to do so until I 
die. I think that’s how the dude says it in Love Actually anyway. And I’m 
not going to pretend I’m not still scared but feeling that way doesn’t even 



compare to you and I can’t believe I let it get the better of me. I want to 
spend every spare moment I have proving that. If you’ll let me.” 

Derek and Stiles turned to see Mrs Hawthorne, looking at them with the 
same dumbstruck bewilderment Derek was sure was on his own face. 

“I don’t think I can grade you on that, Mr Stilinski,” she said eventually, 
attempting to clear her throat. “But I, well, I suppose you can make up for it 
tomorrow...” The sentence hung awkwardly and Derek could feel the stares 
being directed at him from every single person in the room but he didn’t 
care because Stiles was suddenly walking towards him and leaning across 
the table, hovering his lips questioningly over his. Well? they asked and 
Derek just smiled, a smile that seemed like it was going to break his jaw if 
it kept on growing. It was the more than he had ever let himself sometimes 
write about and eagerly, without hesitance, he pressed his lips bruisingly to 
Stiles’, taking and taking with Stiles giving and giving. 

When they pulled away, the whole room was eying them with a mixture of 
disgust and snide amusement and just as some went to open their mouths, to 
spew the usual verbal abuse, at Stiles now too, Scott and Lydia came 
barrelling through he door, followed by Erica, Allison, Isaac and Boyd and 
even though the abuse still came, even though it still stung, Derek knew 
they had their backs through this. Lydia looked downright terrifying, 
making not one but two people drop their pencils on the floor. 


It was the most satisfying thing Derek had ever seen. 



Epilogue 


Chapter Notes 


Final chapter is actually 12 but I just wanted to add this for fun. I hope 
you enjoyed! 


“You know what they say about fairy tales?” Stiles asked, eating the diner’s 
infamous cheesecake that was supposed to be on constant reserve for Erica. 
She was going to kill him. 

“That they don’t exist?” Derek supplied, tilting his head and throwing the 
dish towel he had been using over his shoulder in the way that he knew 
Stiles found strangely arousing. They were definitely exploring that fantasy 
some time soon. 

“Yeah,” Stiles said and Derek frowned. 

“What is exactly your point?” he asked. 

“That we’re not a fairy tale romance but I think we have a pretty good case 
for a 80s movie.” Derek rolled his eyes and leaned across the counter to lick 
a crumb Stiles had failed to wipe from his mouth. 

“Is this your way of telling me you want me to come by your window 
carrying a boom box?” 

“Well, I wouldn’t say no to that but I always kind of preferred Pretty in 
Pink. ” Derek sighed, trying to sound put-upon. 

“You want to make out in the parking lot when I finish for the night, don’t 



you?” he asked, desperately trying to supress the grin that was fighting for a 
place on his face. 


“For a start...” Stiles said, hopping up onto the counter, lips brushing 
Derek’s ear as he went on, “but mostly, I want to find out just exactly how 
fun sex is in the back seat of your car” and fucking winked, saluting a 
horrified Scott, who it turned out had been sitting there the whole time, 
before making his way to the door. 

“I don’t think I will ever be able to erase that image from my mind...” Scott 
whispered, shell-shocked. 

“Neither will I,” Derek said, watching as Stiles took out a book and sat on 
the hood of his Camaro and god, Derek just couldn’t wait, running outside 
to scoop Stiles up in his arms and kissing him hard, making him drop his 
book. Pretty in Pink, eat your heart out. 



Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed 
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